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Chapter 1: 


Domina Permanence 


Dominas of Eternity and 
Failure Knight 


For the believers of God, Dominas were special existences. 
Only people who had endured strict training and pain and 
come out on top in the severe competition were chosen to 

be Dominas, but if one didn’t have unsurpassed talent in the 
first place, she wouldn’t even be allowed to participate in 

the competition. That path was long and precipitous, 
after all. 


At the same time, it was also the same for the people 
Surrounding the Dominas. 


Supported by her family and clan, and possibly her village 
included, it was by no means unusual for many people to 
endeavour to make just one girl become a Dominas. 


Shakira Babel also got her talent to blossom due to the 
assistance of such people and even became the girl who 


Domina 


was called the “Dominas of Eternity”. 


Permanence 


HA young man is really nice, un! 


The girl said so with a big smile. 


[i—How should | say—, | feel young again just by being near! 
Right?![] 


“What’s[jRight?![]?”—although he thought so, Dimitar didn’t 
say it. However, it seemed to have appeared clearly on his 
face, and the girl, who was bending herself forward through 
the window of the carriage greatly, pouted her lips and 
tapped Dimitar on the shoulder. 


HAh—, is that it, are you dissatisfied with my remark or 
something?{] 


[I didn’t say anything[] 


[KHowever, you’re originally a more adorable boy, right? If 
you make such a sulky look, hora, that, isn’t it appropriate 
to think you’re dissatisfied or something?[] 


[]...That’s dangerous, Your Eminence[] 


While clicking his tongue in his mind, thinking “What an 
irritating woman”, Dimitar pushed the girl back into the 
Carriage gently, quickened the pace of his horse and 
overtook the carriage. 


ODiiQ 


Lucius, who should have been at the front of the party, 
stopped his horse and waited for Dimitar. 


[What's the matter? Did something happened?[] 


[]...It’s nothing in particular. However, that Eminence is just 
annoying, meddling in every single thing[] 


LiShe has taken a liking to you[] 


Lucius laughed in a voice that couldn’t be heard by the 
Surrounding members. 


[It’s not a laughing matter[] 


Well, it’s not a bad thing to be favoured by that person. 
Think of the mission and endure it for a while{] 


[That’s... truef] 


Dimitar rotated his neck and gazed out over the grandiose 
party from the front to the rear. 


Shakira Babel, the head Dominas of Ahmad guarding the 
“Hill of Seal” at Holy City Roma, was returning home for the 
first time in several years. Shakira’s hometown, Selsuru, 
was a distance of galloping a horse for two days and two 
nights from Roma, but since this wasn’t a trip where they 
had to hurry in particular, it had been decided that they’d 
take about five days to go there at leisure this time. 


The ones taking on the responsibility of guards for the 


Templiers Aegis 
journey this time was the Seal Chivalric Order, in which 
Jeffren Isaac, Anmad’s crown prince, served as the leader. 
However, it was Vice-Leader Lucius who was substantially 
taking command of it. Isaac would sometimes look into the 
Carriage and ask about Shakira’s mood; afterwards, he’d 
just gaze at the scenery of the countryside, swaying on his 
horse in a carefree manner. 


Anyway, please do well. If you complete the mission 
steadily, the assessments regarding you should change, and 
you'll also get closer to becoming an official member[] 


[]...It’d be good if that’s the case thoughf[] 


Dimitar followed Lucius, who had patted him on the 
shoulder and returned to the front, with his eyes and sighed. 
The blueness of the sky with few clouds and the vividness of 
the greenery of the ground were dazzling to his eyes. 


Incidentally, the gazes of his colleagues looking at him 
occasionally were irritating. 


Hi—The youth there![] 


Her Eminence, Shakira Babel, was bending herself forward 
through the window of the carriage again. The attendants 
accompanying her were frantically trying to pull her back 
inside the carriage, but she was completely unconcerned by 
it. 


Dimitar responded to Shakira’s call while becoming fed up 
with her. 


...l’m Dimitar Richternach, Babel-geikal[] 


[| heard that just now. —But hora, there’s another 
Richternach-kyou here, right?[] 


[]That’s the vice-leader{] 
Well then, can | call you “untitled Richternach-kyou” ?[] 


[]...[f you can call me by that lengthy way of calling every 
time, it certainly won’t cause confusion. | don’t mind that 
though] 


[That’s good, that’s good~, that sort of spirit. To not curry 
favour with those in power, I'd like the other members to 
follow your example too. Right?![] 


sss 





Propping herself up with her elbows on the window frame, 
Shakira was smiling radiantly. No matter how one looked at 
it, she was younger than Dimitar, but this girl—no, this 
woman here had continued to be a Dominas for almost 
more than twenty years already. 


When Dimitar looked at Shakira fleetingly with a sidelong 
glance, his gaze entwined with hers. 


(Huh? What’s the matter? Do you have something that you 
want to say to me, untitled Richternach-kyou?[] 


]...l heard that you and the head director are old friends[] 


[That’s right. Dominas are without doubt Ahmad’s 


Marefikos 


magic warriors as well, so it’s not possible that | have 


Prasa Marefikos 


nothing to do with the magic academy{] 
[1That’s not what | meant. | mean on a personal basis[] 
[JOf course we are[] 


At present, the one serving as the head director of Anmad’s 
Royal Magic Academy was Lucius’s mother and Dimitar’s 
foster parent, Orvieto Richternach. That Orvieto and Shakira 
had been acquaintances since childhood. It might also be 
because Dimitar was Orvieto’s relative that Shakira had an 
eye on him. 


Dimitar stared at Shakira and murmured in a whisper. 
[]...How old is Your Eminence now?[] 


[You actually asked something that is awkward to ask 
without any hesitation[] 


UI don’t think it’s awkward to ask in particular. | genuinely 
want to know and | felt that you wouldn’t get angry even if | 
asked[] 


“Though | also don’t think you’d answer honestly,” Dimitar 
added in his mind and snorted. It seemed that this girl—no, 
Her Eminence enjoyed teasing him and watching his 
reaction. If that was the case, Dimitar wanted to make a 
Small counterattack and satisfied himself even if a little. 


[According to the rumour going around town, Your 
Eminence knows a magic with which you won’t grow old. 
That’s why you can still be young like that and be a 
Dominas indefinitely[] 


Hl was certainly told sof] 

[ls that true?[] 

[It’s a secret] 

He had been completely made fun of by her. 


Dimitar’s face, which was usually cold, became even more 
sour, and he kept his mouth shut. 


U—By the way, untitled Richternach-kyou[] 
[What is it? 


HAs one would expect, this way of calling is long and 
troublesomef[] 


[]Didn’t Your Eminence say that you want to call me like 
that?[] 


Un, that’s the case, but I’ve already stopped that. I'll call 
you “Dii”. It seemed that the titled Richternach-kyou called 


you so just now; perhaps Orvieto also calls you so, right?[] 
[]...Well, yes[] 

[Then I'll do so too. It’s short and simple. —Hey, Dii-kun{] 
[]...What is it? 

(You don’t fit in with the other members, huhf{] 


Although Dimitar felt his cheek twitch reflexively, he calmed 
his heart, which was beating fast, and answered ina 
particularly low voice. 


[]...You can tell, huhf] 


[IThat’s only natural, since I’ve been watching you the whole 
time from the time we left Roma. The observation of 
adorable boys is one of my hobbiesJ{] 


Resting her chin in her hands, Shakira spoke as if singing. 
The figure of her doing so was just like a girl from anywhere, 
but Dimitar was starting to vaguely feel that she was a 
middle-aged woman that was hard to deal with on the 
inside. 


[You're fifteen?[] 
[Yes[] 


[There are many nobles who want their sons to join the Seal 
Chivalric Order, right? After all, it’s an honour{] 


[Even if you call it an honour, it’s not as much as that of 
Dominas-sama[] 


Hl’m guessing that... the other members are jealous of you? 
Though you’re an apprentice, it’s rare to become a member 


of this chivalric order at the tender age of fifteen, after allf] 


He certainly thought so. He heard that they also made quite 
a fuss when Lucius became a member at fifteen as well. 
Considering that he was appointed vice-leader in merely 
four years after that, Lucius must be much more amazing 
than Dimitar, but the fact that no one was jealous of him 
because of that—though it seemed that a section of the 
members was jealous of him—might be due to Lucius’s 
gentle personality and his perfect ability. 


[ln their case, it must be better for their mental health to 
think it was because the vice-leader and the head director 
of the magic academy pushed it through that you could 
become a member|] 


Ll guess so. ...l’ve never asked the people themselves 
though{] 


Dimitar was aware that he wasn’t welcomed here. He 
understood this from the cold gazes and the atmosphere. 


However, he didn’t care about it. 
[i—Oh, | can see a town!{] 


As if forgetting that the atmosphere had become worse due 
to the subject she herself had broached—or rather, this 
important person surely wouldn’t think it had become so 
because of herself in the slightest—Shakira gazed at the 
silhouette of the town that had appeared dimly in the path 
of the party and clapped her hands. 


444 


The quota of the Seal Chivalric Order was fixed to be eighty- 
nine people. 


Since its establishment, it had neither increased nor 
decreased. Even if a vacancy appeared, since a great many 
people wanted to join, the vacancy would be filled 
immediately. The status of a Seal Chivalric Order member 
was that valuable to the young noblemen. 


All current eighty-three official members and about twenty 
apprentices, who were aiming for the remaining six quotas, 
were participating in the mission this time. The rest were 
the ten or so attendants who took personal care of Shakira. 
It was a large group of more than one hundred people in all. 


Almost all of them were putting up countless tents on the 
outskirts of the town and encamping at night. 


In short, it was also because of that that Dimitar was 
shouldering the spear, which he wasn’t accustomed to 
using, and standing up straight near the bonfire. 


The Seal Chivalric Order, which was composed of influential 
nobles’ children, often used military exercise as a pretext for 
leaving the holy city, but the fact was that it was a mere 
journey to go on a pleasure trip. After all, the members were 
merely green young men from well-to-do families who didn’t 
know hardships, so they absolutely wouldn’t encamp at 
night. The planned site for the military exercise would 
always be close to a large town, and all the members would 
stay at an inn. Rather, places that didn’t have inns at which 
all the members could stay wouldn’t become the proposed 
site for the military exercise from the beginning. 


That it’d become a situation where they had to encamp at 
night for tonight was simply because there wasn’t an inn 
that had a capacity of that much in this town. In the first 
place, if not for the irregular mission to guard the Dominas 
returning home, this west Selsuru wasn’t a town that the 


Seal Chivalric Order would come to. In the end, only Shakira, 
the Crown Prince and Lucius could rest on soft beds; most of 
the members had to pitch camp outside the town and 
encamp at night. 


However, for Dimitar who wasn’t very particular about the 
softness of the bed, whether it was the bed of aninnora 
mattress of grass, either was fine. If he could be freed from 
Shakira who would irritatingly play with people, he even 
thought it was also fine to sleep outdoors without a tent. 


]...This is sufficient as long as it doesn’t get colder{] 
Stifling a yawn, Dimitar stroked his neck. 


Figures of members sitting down and dozing near the 
countless burning bonfires could be seen here and there. 
Only a very few members besides Dimitar were standing 
guard seriously. 


In a sense, the Seal Chivalric Order, which the Crown Prince 
led, possessed a nature like that of a squad of imperial 
guards, but honestly, its quality wasn’t high. Being 
composed of nobles’ children meant that, roughly speaking, 
many behaved like a spoiled child and had no willpower. The 
few decent members would break free from the lower 
position soon, so the ones assigned such painful work, 
which would come up occasionally, were dropouts of good 
lineage who didn’t even want to make an effort to get out 
from there, or new apprentices like Dimitar. 


Nevertheless, these lazy appearances of theirs were painful 
to watch. Lucius said that the Crown Prince seemed to be 
thinking about changing the nature of such a chivalric order; 
at this rate, the chivalric order of imperial guards that the 
Crown Prince led would certainly be shameful. 


It wasn’t for the sake of guaranteeing the safety of those 
lazy guys that Dimitar was keeping night watch 

seriously. Dimitar, who had made his neck produce a “koki 
koki" sound, decided to leave that place and patrol 
somewhere else. 


Shakira was born in the Selsuru further east of here. It was 
once a small village, but with the matter of bringing a 
Dominas into the world as the impetus, it became a town 
that had a moderate population now. That Shakira would 
frequently stop by the neighbouring towns and villages 
whenever she returned home—though it might be very 
troublesome for the army and chivalric order that were 
assigned the role of guards—might be because she wanted 
to spend money, even if a little, in her birthplace. 


—When Dimitar shouldered his spear and walked while 
thinking about such a thing, he heard the scream of a girl. 


U=o 


Dimitar sighed softly and walked towards the voice ata 
quick pace. 


Although one might call it a town, west Selsuru was 
Originally a small agricultural village, and cultivated land 
spread out along the highway. If one left the camping site, 
the surroundings were already pitch dark. 


In the darkness with just the starlight, a small light was 
moving in an appearing and disappearing manner. That 
light, which had become more distant from the camping site 
and gone into a cornfield prior to its harvest, was dragging 
along an intermittent scream that seemed to be muffled. A 
bottle of wine, of which its cork wasn’t pulled out yet, a 
lump of big cheese and also an empty basket were lying 
around nearby. 


Q...dumph{] 


Dimitar thrust his spear into that spot and rushed into the 
cornfield while rolling up the sleeves of his uniform. 


O—Ooiqj 

Oo 

Inside the forest of tall corns, four men and women looked 
back at Dimitar’s voice. Three of them were young men 
wearing uniforms identical to Dimitar’s—in other words, 
they were members of the Seal Chivalric Order. And then, 
the other person was a girl of approximately the same age 


as Dimitar. Judging from her clothing, she was most likely a 
girl from this town. 


However, the girl’s mouth was covered by the young men, 
and her cheeks were wet with tears; the clothes she was 
wearing had been torn here and there with all their strength. 


Well, it’s obvious at a glance[] 


Dimitar, who had spat out in a whisper, with the force of 
rushing in, drove a kick into the solar plexus of the man who 
was covering the girl’s mouth. 


[]Gubuo—f{[] 


The young man who was blown off flashily clutched his 
stomach and groaned. 


(You—!?[] 
(Richter—{] 


He also drove his fist into the remaining two young men in 
succession and tore them off from the girl for the time 


being. The lantern the young men were holding dropped to 
the ground, and the surroundings became dark in one 
breath, but Dimitar’s eyes, which had got used to the 
darkness, caught the young men’s surprised expressions 
clearly. 


[Your reactions are so bad[] 


Dimitar protected the girl behind him and looked down at 
the three people lying down on the ground. Although he 
didn’t know their names, the three people were all official 
members, so they were equivalent to seniors to Dimitar. 


When Dimitar had looked back over his shoulder at the 
extremely frightened girl and put his index finger up in front 
of his lips, telling her be quiet] with the gesture, he turned 
round towards the three people again. 


[]...With all due respect, what on earth are you trying to do 
on the land related to Babel-geika, Seniors?[] 


Even though Dimitar asked so, the three people didn’t 
answer. One person had been continuing to leak out groans 
while clutching his stomach since just now. Although the 
remaining two people’s noses were crushed and they had 
fallen on their bottoms, it didn’t seem that they couldn’t 
talk. The gazes they were directing at Dimitar were 
overflowing with intense animosity. 


Immediately afterwards, it became a realistic action and 
erupted. 


HThis...! Stupid brat![] 


The young man whose half of the face was coloured deep 
red by the nosebleed jumped to his feet and tried to pull out 
the sword he was carrying on his waist. 


[]...Do you not understand the meaning of me purposely 
dealing with you barehanded? You're so stupid[] 


Extending his right leg lightly, Dimitar pressed the hilt of the 
other party’s sword down with the sole of his boot. Easily 
preventing the other party from drawing his sword with that, 
he casually hit the startled young man, whose movement 
had stopped, hard on the side of the face. 


[|Bogu...—gyal] 


Just when the other party staggered, leaning to the right, he 
did a follow-up attack with a hook from the opposite side 
like a counter. With a muttered groan, the young man made 
one full turn and collapsed. 


Without a moment’s delay, Dimitar stared at the other 
young man. 


[|Doraaa!|] 


From Dimitar’s point of view, the movement of the young 
man who had somehow drawn his sword and was about to 
cut him down was really clumsy, and perhaps his nose was 
clogged up by the bleeding, even his shout of fighting spirit 
sounded strange in some way; Dimitar had more trouble 
suppressing his laughter than dodging it. 


[]...You should have run away first{] 


Dimitar easily dodged the thrust, which the other party 
didn’t put his back into, lightly drove his left and right fists 
into the young man’s face and lightly kicked him in the groin 
from below as the finishing. 


UNga—!?{] 


Dimitar kicked the young man, who had clutched his groin 
and sunk down to the ground, hard in the nape of the neck, 
making him faint completely, took a deep breath greatly 
and looked around his surroundings. 


Among the three ruffians, one person continued to squirm 
the whole time while vomiting the contents of his stomach. 
However, as for the degree of his injury, one could say that 
his was the lightest. The nose of another person was 
completely broken, and the last person lost a few molars, 
and they were all suffering from concussion. There was no 
doubt that their faces would most likely swell up horribly 
tomorrow morning. 


Nevertheless, even though things might appear this way, 
Dimitar thought this should still be light as punishment for 
the dishonourable attempted rape that the people of the 
chivalric order of imperial guards had perpetrated. 


[]... Though a person of low standing like me saying this is 
that, we’ve done something inexcusable[] 


Dimitar looked back at the trembling girl, wno was squatting 
down on that spot, and gently held out his hand to her. 


IN, no—{] 

DAre you from this village?{] 

[Yes[] 

Hl’ll take you home[] 

UT, thank you very much. B, but—{] 


The girl, who had borrowed Dimitar’s hand and stood up, 
looked at the three young men and faltered. It seemed that 


the trouble she was involved in had somehow become a 
serious matter, and she might be feeling uneasy in another 
sense. 


[You don’t need to worryf[] 
Dimitar urged the girl and started to walk. 


U—If you don’t feel satisfied even though things may appear 
this way, | don’t mind if you tell the leader of the chivalric 
order to that effect. He’ll hand down appropriate 
punishment to those three people{] 


[INo, I’m not dissatisfied...[] 


The girl, who had finally regained her composure, showed a 
Small but awkward smile and shook her head. 


Dimitar came back to the place where he had stuck his 
spear upright and picked up the wine and cheese that were 
lying around. 


HI’m really sorry. You intended to deliver food and drink to 
us, right? 


HY, yes... my father said to at least deliver sake to the 
members who couldn’t stay at the inn—[] 


[Please tell your father that we accepted them with thanks[] 


Brushing the dirt off lightly and biting into the cheese, 
Dimitar smiled. 


444 


People in the world were saying that Shakira Babel had cast 
a spell on herself. That was to say, she cast a spell with 
which she wouldn’t grow old. 


In reality—although one might say that, it was a hearsay 
Lucius heard from his mother—it seemed that Shakira had 
hardly grown older. Shakira, who was chosen to be a 
Dominas at merely thirteen years old, was praised as the 
possessor of the greatest magic ability in Anmad at that 
time, but Shakira’s appearance would pass as a thirteen- 
year-old girl even now. In fact, Shakira, who was sitting at 
the same table as Lucius and having a meal, only looked like 
a voracious girl that could be found anywhere. 


[—lIs there something on my face, titled Richternach-kyou?[] 


Shakira carried the wine glass to her mouth with both 
hands, looked at Lucius with upturned eyes and asked. 


[It’s not like that in particular... I’m sorry, Your Eminence. 
The, um, “titled” you’ve been saying since just now is—?[] 


[It’s that, to differentiate between the untitled Richternach- 
kyou and you. Titled Richternach-kyou[] 


[isn’t that... troublesome?[] 


(Un, it’s troublesome. That’s why | decided to call that 
person “Dii-kun”. | overheard you calling him so, after all[] 


Wiping her lips lightly with the tip of her little finger, Shakira 
narrowed her eyes. At first glance, she was a girl; however, 
there was Clearly a brilliance that gave one the impression 
of an adult woman in those pupils. 


[jLucius-kun, what have you been talking about with Her 
Eminence since just now?[] 


The Crown Prince gracefully cut the roast of a calf, on which 
gravy containing mushrooms was poured, into small pieces 
with a knife, carried it to his mouth and then asked Lucius. 


We're talking about Dimitar who joined recently. He’s my 
relative[] 


Ah, him. ...That’s why you call him “Dii-kun”, huh] 
Isaac nodded exaggeratedly and smiled. 


(i—Our Vice-Leader is much more capable than me, but it 
seems that he’s very soft on that relative of his{] 


[]That seems to be the case[] 
With all due respect, | don’t mix work and private matters[] 


[I think answering back like that, for instance, is the cause 
of you being called soft on him{] 


Pointed out by Isaac, Lucius kept his mouth shut. 


Even without Isaac saying it, the fact that Lucius was too 
overprotective of Dimitar had been pointed out—mainly by 
the maid in his home, Thial—several times so far. However, 
it was natural that Lucius would worry about Dimitar who 
was like a brother, and Lucius didn’t think that was 
overprotective. Most importantly, paying attention to this 
and that word and action of Dimitar, who wasn’t good at 
associating with people, was not only for the sake of 
avoiding needless trouble but was also necessary for the 
sake of the House of Richternach. 


“That’s why I’m paying attention to Dimitar in various ways, 
so I’m by no means overprotective” —enduring the matter of 
wanting to assert so, Lucius moved his knife and fork. He’d 
surely be teased by both Issac and Shakira again if he said 
that. 


(The food here is delicious[] 


The salad, of which violet flower, lettuce and onion were cut 
fine and an orange-flavoured dressing was sprinkled from 
above, though simple, was very delicious. The rabbit stew, 
which was seasoned with spice, was also on the same level 
as what one would spend money to eat in the capital. It 
seemed that there was quite a skilful chef in this inn. 


Shakira spoke while rolling a boiled egg vigorously on the 
table. 


[j—It seems that they went out of their way to call in a chef 
to coincide with me returning home[] 


As Shakira would stay here without fail when she returned 
home, this inn, which was the only one in the town, added a 
detached room just to accommodate her. Twice in several 
years, Shakira would just stay overnight each time when 
going and coming back; it was never opened for other 
guests. Thinking about that, it was probably nothing special 
to employ a competent chef for a limited time. 


Moreover, Shakira returning home provided economic 
financial leeway to the towns and villages which were along 
the way to the extent that it was profitable nevertheless. 


UThe truth is that | quite wanted to retire, but when | think 
of everyone at my hometown, | feel that | have to cling on to 
my position at all costs] 


Cling, you say... Your Eminence is indispensable to our 
country. It’ll be troubling if you retire so easily[] 


Oh my, Your Highness said a compliment you don’t really 
mean] 


Shakira sprinkled salt on the boiled egg and smiled. 


[Even though Your Highness was still nowhere to be seen 
when | became a Dominas, you’ve become able to speak 
quite good like this now... then of course I'll grow old too[] 


Although her manner of speaking was just like an old 
woman’s, the boiled egg she was nibbling should be the 
seventh one, if they remembered correctly. Her body was 
Small, but she ate a lot. 


Lucius sighed lightly and poured wine into the Crown 
Prince’s and Shakira’s glasses. 


[i—| heard that Your Eminence seems to be the same age as 
my mother{] 


[lls that so?[] 
(il heard it so from Mother{] 


[It’s that, you’ve been deceived. After all, I’m younger than 
Orvieto as one would expect, you see[] 


As Orvieto alSo possessed an outward appearance that was 
far younger than her actual age and an unsurpassed magic 
talent, she was called by a second name which was “Witch 
of Sunlight”. From the fact that she and Shakira were 
collectively called the “two matchless people”, the extent of 
her true strength could be understood. 


[That girl too—, you don’t know what she’s thinking about 
in her mind while she’s smiling, right?]] 


Even if she said “right?”, it was impossible that Lucius, who 
was Orvieto’s son, would answer “that’s right”. Ignoring the 
glum vice-leader, Shakira drank up the next wine she had 


just received in one gulp and put the glass on the table with 
a tap as if requesting Lucius to pour wine. 


[Even though she was only thinking of becoming a Dominas 
together with me, she started talking about quitting 
halfway... and when | realised, she had already taken a 
husband; on top of that, she even gave birth to a child with 
a “poron’|] 


[| wasn’t born with a “poron” though...[] 


Lucius cleared his throat softly and poured wine into 
Shakira’s glass again. 


It seemed that Lucius’s mother, Orvieto, and Shakira had a 
relationship where they competed with each other, aiming 
to be Dominas together. However, Orvieto quickly dropped 
out from the competition with the reason that it was for the 
sake of giving birth to a successor to the House of 
Richternach, but without neglecting her diligent study of 
magic only and after continuing to polish her skills, she had 
taken up the responsible position as head director of the 
Royal Magic Academy now. 


Shakira playing with Dimitar and teasing Lucius like this 
might be because of the rival relationship between Shakira 
and Orvieto, which spanned twenty years. 


At that moment, Shakira’s head suddenly dropped to the 
table. 


Hey—?]] 
(Your Eminence!?[{] 


Seeing Shakira’s forehead knocking against the table, not 
just Lucius, even Isaac half-rose to his feet from the chair 


reflexively. 

(Your Eminence! What’s the matter! ?[] 
[]...How nice it must be for Orvieto... 
(Ha... ?[] 


[She has a son who is so well-balanced and serious, and an 
adopted son who is slightly naughty and mischievous; on 
top of that, both are handsome young men... isn’t that 
unfair?{] 


HY, Your Eminence...?{] 
[Oh dear... it seems that our Eminence is drunk{] 


Isaac evaluated Shakira, who was grumbling while lying flat 
on her face on the table, so and let out an insipid laughter. 


Domina Permanence 


[j—Babel-geika who is called “Dominas of Eternity” probably 
also has various hardships that we ordinary people can’t 
understand[] 


Lucius shrugged his shoulders and looked down at Shakira, 
who had started to breathe quietly while sleeping before 
they realised it. 


When she was like this, she really looked like nothing but a 
girl who still retained her innocence, but if she felt like it, 
the current Seal Chivalric Order could be annihilated by her 
in the blink of an eye. 


That was a skilled Dominas. 


[i—Come to think of it, Lucius-kun[] 


Isaac spoke to Lucius, who had carried Shakira to the 
bedroom together with her attendants and then came back, 
while shaking his wine glass. 


LWhen we arrived here in the evening, the mayor of this 
town consulted, ...or rather, appealed to me when | was 
drinking tea together with Her Eminence{] 


[What is it?f] 


[lt seems that a nasty bunch has been making frequent 
appearances in this area recently. He doesn’t know whether 
they’re bandits or a group of robbers though{] 


DAh... if | remember correctly, | heard that the bandits who 
had made an abandoned fort in north Selsuru into their 
headquarters were subjugated and annihilated by the army 
about half a month ago. Isn’t this most likely the deed of 
those remnants?[] 


[That is to say, this is the jurisdiction of the army, right?[] 
[At the very least, it’s not a domain we should interfere in{] 


[| see... well, our top priority mission is to drop Her 
Eminence off and then pick her up later while we’re doing a 
military exercise[] 


LYes. ...dowever, from Babel-geika’s point of view, she'll 
probably want to do something about it immediately[] 


Shakira was regarded as ihe head of all the Dominas by not 


Santourear 
only Ahmad but also the “Holy Alliance”; the situation where 
degenerate ex-bandits were rampant in Shakira’s 
hometown, her home territory, so to speak, would probably 


pain her heart, and it was by no means a glorious matter for 
Ahmad. 


[jLet’s make a request to organise a punitive force 
immediately[] 


Putting his empty glass down, Isaac stood up. 


H—Not being able to catch all the bandits in one fell swoop 
is the ineptitude of the punitive force. | have to say a few 
words to Minister for Military Affairs Garrido-kyou[] 


Your Highness, writing a letter to him is all right, but please 
be careful with your expression[{] 


[HiHuh? Expression?[] 


[1Garrido-kyou is a proud person. Failing to catch a section of 
those thieves is certainly the ineptitude of the punitive 
force, and regarding the military movements, the minister 
for military affairs should take responsibility in the end, but 
having said that, if you write in a way which criticises that 
situation too much, since it’s that Excellency, he might get 


angry...[] 


In which case, the response would, on the contrary, be late, 
and the people on this land would be troubled as a result. 
Minister Barjols Garrido was not only proud but also 
stubborn; he was an ex-soldier of such an old-fashioned 


type. 


Isaac put his hand on his chin and nodded with a triumphant 
expression. 


[I see... you have a point there. In short, you want me to 
aptly flatter that sort of stubborn old man in order to get 
him to do things?[] 


[].../n Summary, you're not wrong[] 


“Il didn’t say that Garrido-kyou is a stubborn old man 
though,” Lucius added and smiled wryly. If he didn’t deny 
that properly, this Crown Prince was a young man who 
might tell a lie like Come to think of it, Lucius called you a 
stubborn old man{] to the person himself. 
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The next morning, when Dimitar and the others came out 
from their tents, the town had already woken up completely 
and was starting to spend a day that was the same as usual. 


Although it was called a town, this place was originally a 
local agricultural village, and the lifestyle wasn’t so different 
from before. One would get out of bed at first light, do farm 
work until evening, and then go to bed without staying up 
late. In the eyes of such people, the chivalric order group 
who got out of bed after the sun had risen on the other side 
of the mountain ridge must have looked very lazy. 


When Dimitar was fastening his luggage to the horse’s 
saddle in preparation for departure, Lucius came here at a 
quick pace while receiving morning greetings from many 
members. 


ODiig] 
LYol] 
Raising one hand lightly, Dimitar raised his lips. 


The fact that Lucius, who would distinguish between public 
and private matters properly, addressed him as “Dii” ina 
low voice for fear of attention meant that Lucius probably 
didn’t call out to him to instruct him on something as the 


vice-leader. Therefore, Dimitar also responded as the 
younger childhood friend. 


[ls your preparation completed?[] 
HAlmost{] 

[llf that’s the case, let’s take a walk{] 
[We're departing very soon, right?[] 


[Her Eminence is still washing her face. It’ll take nearly one 
more hour[] 


Saying so, Lucius patted Dimitar on the shoulder lightly and 
started to walk. 


[—The town mayor came to the inn early this morning to 
greet us[] 


[He'll probably come to see us off at the time of departure 
anyway. This town mayor is so free[] 


[Rather than greet... he came to thank us for another 
matter] 


Lucius looked at Dimitar fleetingly with a sidelong glance. 


[]...It seems that the town mayor sent people to deliver food 
and drink to the chivalric order last night while they were 
encamping at night] 


HAh...[ 
[Do you know?[] 


[jWe were treated to cheese and wine[] 


[The town mayor’s only daughter was among the people 
who brought the food and drink, ...but it seemed that that 
child was almost raped by the people of the chivalric order[] 


[That’s terrible. Even though she specially brought the food 
and drink, the person herself was almost eaten, huh. What a 
big problem[] 


Dimitar answered as if it was somebody else’s problem and 
smiled. Lucius saw that and dropped his shoulders with a 
sigh. 


DAs expected, it was you, huh...{] 


HIl’m not so hungry for women that I'll attack such a young 
girl, you know. In the first place, young girls aren’t my cup of 
teal] 


HIl’m not saying that you did that kind of inexcusable 
behaviour. ...The town mayor said that he wanted to 
properly thank the young member who had saved his 
daughter when she was in danger. You were the one who 
saved that child, right?[] 


[]...Hmm, | guess so. | never knew that that girl is the town 
mayor’s daughter thoughf[] 


Since he understood that it was pointless to play dumb, 
Dimitar nodded honestly. 


[]...You overdid itt] 
[Ils that so? Did | do something unnecessary?[] 


OINo... you did well in a sense that you prevented a 
dishonourable action of the group, but—{[] 


[You're not speaking clearly. What on earth do you mean?{] 


[That’s why | said that you overdid it. The other parties 
whom you beat up are a little...[] 


[The other parties? Come to think of it, | couldn’t tell exactly 
because it was dark, but who were they?[] 


[IThey’re probably Michel and his followers. This morning, 
they said that they’d by no means come out from their 
tents, so when | went to see the situation, their faces were 
covered with conspicuous bruises and were terrible[] 


[Il suppose so. —So, those people said that | did it?[] 


[The people themselves said that they got drunk and fell 
down, but | know that that’s not the case when | saw it. 
Those are injuries from being hit[] 


Well, they tried to rape the town mayor’s daughter who 
had come to deliver food and drink, after all. They’re 
probably idiots[] 


If they told Lucius the truth, even their own dishonourable 
criminal act would come to light. Besides, it took them three 
people to deal with a barehanded apprentice; moreover, it 
was probably so embarrassing to be beaten up without even 
being able to counterattack even though they drew their 
swords that they couldn’t say it at all. 


Standing on top of a slightly elevated hill that was slightly 
distant from the camping site, Dimitar spoke while watching 
the tents being folded. 


U—l'd like them to think they were fortunate that it ended 
with that extent instead. Properly speaking, all three of 
them should be permanently expelled, right?[] 


HStrictly speaking, that’s the case, ...obut the present 
situation is that we can’t do so. Michel, in particular, has a 
big backer, after all] 


Lucius muttered with a bitter expression. Worried about 
that, Dimitar peered at his childhood friend’s face 
quizzically. 


[]... That Michel, who’s he?{] 
[You don’t know?{] 
LINof] 


[Please have an interest in other people a bit more. | said 
that you won’t be able to conduct yourself well if you don’t 
broaden your knowledge, right?[] 


HSorry. ...I’ll pay attention to that matter after this, so tell 
mel] 


[]...The one whom you hit last night was Michel Bolieiro[] 


[Bolieiro...? Is he a relative of the House of Bolieiro by any 
chance?[] 


[Rather than a relative, he’s the son who will succeed the 
head family. The other two people were—ah, Héctor and 
Hugo? Anyway, they’re also from the Bolieiro clan; if | 
remember correctly, they should be Michel’s cousins[] 


Lucius put his hand on his forehead and leaked a heavy sigh 
again. 


The House of Bolieiro was a prominent great nobility even in 
Ahmad. Although it wasn’t really so in recent years, it had 


produced many ministers from among the clan during the 
period of the previous king, and its power was still big. 


Will their authority in the royal court influence this chivalric 
order that the Crown Prince leads?[] 


[The House of Bolieiro is at the top in terms of amount of 
donation to the chivalric order every year{] 


[They're at the top in that sort of thing, huh. It seems faster 
to count their sons’ abilities from the bottom though] 


[It’s because that’s the case. ... They want to make their 
sons, who by no means could be called capable, succeed in 
life somehow. They might have considered the donation to 
the chivalric order to be a gift to the Crown Prince[] 


LINo matter how much money they send to Ahmad’s Crown 
Prince, it won’t be a bribe, right? In the first place, no matter 
how you strive to succeed in life in this chivalric order, you 
can’t become the leader—{[] 


After muttering to that extent, Dimitar narrowed his eyes. 


[]...Does that guy want to become the vice-leader by any 
chance?[] 


[It’s probably a fact that I’m not well liked by him. When | 
was appointed the new vice-leader by His Highness, | felt 
that he had glared at me with eyes as if he was seeing his 
parents’ enemy{[] 


“Therefore—,” Lucius continued. 


[j—I also know that His Highness won’t waver because of a 
bribe, but nevertheless, he can’t disregard the intention of 
the House of Bolieiro, which had given that much support, 


completely. Apart from the donation matter, their influence 
on other nobles is also big, after all. | think His Highness is 
racking his brains over the treatment of Michel because of 
that toof] 


[iINevertheless, it doesn’t mean that he can break the rules 
of the chivalric order, right? Even if he wasn’t a member of 
the chivalric order, that should be an act which violated the 
law[] 


[I know. That’s why Michel couldn’t make a fuss and say 
that it was done by you, and it’s hardly possible that His 
Highness intends to blame Michel any more. —But regarding 
Michel, it’s not good that you overdid it. Since you’re my 
relative, | think he’s not pleased with you too[] 


[]...ls that so? He knew me, huh{] 


Come to think of it, when he was beating up those three 
people last night, there was one man who was about to say 
Dimitar’s name. That person was most likely Michel Bolieiro. 


Stroking his neck, Dimitar spoke to Lucius. 


[j—Let’s return soon. The group won’t be in order unless 
you're there[] 


[Yes[] 


While descending the hill and returning to the gathering 
point of the chivalric order, Lucius repeated. 


Anyway, don’t get mixed up with Michel’s party any more. 
If they’re going to do something intolerable that violates the 
rules, you can just inform me. It’s better if they beara 
grudge against me only; there’s no need to even make them 
hate the very sight of you[] 


[That sort of guys are good at shutting their eyes to their 
own actions and then blaming others for it, after all. Perhaps 
in their minds, it must have been decided that I’m one- 
sidedly at fault already. I’ll remember that advice, but it’s 
probably too late anyway{[] 


Although he felt guilty for making Lucius’s position difficult, 
he hadn’t the slightest feelings of guilt towards Michel. Even 
now, Dimitar who was told the circumstances could only 
think they should be thankful that it ended with that extent 
instead. 


In an extreme instance, even if the one who attacked the 
town mayor’s daughter last night was the Crown Prince, 
Dimitar—even though Dimitar would go easy on him 
somewhat—would probably not use words but hit him to 
stop him likewise. If they were that kind of people who 
would desist from doing it because of words, they’d have 
stop at the point of time when the girl shouted for help in 
the first place. If those guys didn’t stop it, one could only 
stop them with overwhelming authority or stop them with 
violence, which would work at once. 


U—Good morning, Dii-kun![] 


Accompanied by attendants behind her, Shakira Babel could 
be seen coming along with long strides. Dimitar and Lucius 
put their right hands on their chests and knelt down on the 
spot in the same way as the surrounding members. 


[Good morning, Your Eminence{] 


HAh, that, never mind the formal greetings—hora, everyone 
is still preparing for departure, right?[] 


Yes. —Well then{] 


Lucius stood up quietly and ordered the members to go 
back to work. 


[By the way... Vice-Leader Richternach-kyou?[] 
[What is it, Your Eminence?{] 
[l’d like you to listen to one whim of mine[] 


Shakira was grinning while folding her arms and walking 
Slowly around Dimitar and Lucius. Even she herself had said 
that it was a whim, so it was probably nothing good anyway. 


[The weather is good today. | don’t feel like staying inside 
the carriage[] 


[So that means...?{] 


[| want to ride this Richternach-kyou’s horse with him 
today[] 


[That’s...f] 


Lucius and Dimitar looked at each other and knitted their 
brows. Shakira’s attendants also opened their eyes wide in 
Surprise at their master’s remark. 


[I’m sorry, Your Eminence. There’s also the matter of 
security, so l’d like to have your forgiveness for that... and if 
by any chance you fall down from the saddlef[] 


Shouldn't Dii-kun pay attention to that so that | won't fall 
down?{] 


Interrupting Lucius’s words, Shakira spoke. It was as if she 
was provoking Dimitar and him. 


[lf | fall off the horse, I'll just complain persistently to 
Orvieto. —In any case, | want to do sof] 


= 
Lucius sighed lightly and looked at Dimitar. 


Lucius wasn’t particularly worried that Dimitar might let 
Shakira fall from the horse in the slightest. The fact that he 
didn’t look happy must be because he was genuinely 
thinking about the security issue and that he didn’t want to 
make Dimitar stand out too much today when only one day 
had passed after that thing happened. 


Stroking the nape of his neck, Dimitar spoke to Lucius. 
[]Don’t mind me, Vice-Leader. If Her Eminence wishes for it{] 


With the intention of telling Lucius not to mind his own 
difficult position, Dimitar answered not as a relative but as a 
chivalric order member. 


Lucius shrugged his shoulders. 


[]...Well then, Your Eminence, please wait just a minute. 
We'll do so if we can get His Highness’s permission...[] 


HAh, if that’s the case, then it’s fine I'll go get His 
Highness’s permission directly together with Dii-kun, so you, 
that, it’s fine if you do your own work. —AIll right Dii-kun, 
give me a ride to where His Highness isIU] 


While saying so, Shakira was already trying to put her foot 
on the stirrup of Dimitar’s horse. Even though her 
resplendent tabard had rolled up and her pure white and 
slender leg had become completely visible, it was as if she 
was unconcerned about it. 


OY, Your Eminence! That’s dangerous! [] 

Shall | prepare an additional saddle?[] 

Dimitar curled his lip and suggested so to Shakira. 

[In that case, | can only see your back. I'll ride in front![] 
Well, | don’t particularly mind[] 


Dimitar, who had put his hands under both the small 
Eminence’s arms and pushed her up onto the saddle lightly, 
took the reins and started to walk. Lucius and the 
attendants looked worried, but they already understood that 
Shakira wouldn’t listen to anyone’s opinion after she had 
suggested so. 


Shakira smiled, her body swaying left and right to the 
horse’s steps. 


[You must support me properly, all right?[] 


[lf you’re worried, then you shouldn’t have said that you 
want to ride a horse[] 


[Don't look so displeased, Dii-kun. If you’re on cordial terms 
with me, isn’t it convenient for you in various ways?[] 


[What is convenient?[] 


[| heard about the town mayor’s daughter[] 


Dimitar glanced at Shakira. 


Hi—Moreover, it seems that the other party whom you had 
beaten up is that Bolieiro’s foolish son{] 


[lls that senior so famous?[] 
(Uh-huh. He’s famous in a bad way[] 
[lf that’s the case, I’ve probably taught him a good lesson{] 


HHowever, his father is an influential person. —It’d be good 
if the titled Richternach-kyou and Orvieto, and of course, 
you, don’t get dragged into this[] 


When he was told that, Dimitar’s heart wavered. Although 
he believed that it wasn’t wrong to beat up Michel, it wasn’t 
Dimitar’s real intention to trouble even Lucius and Orvieto 
because of that. Perhaps he should have acted after 
thinking calmly a bit more before beating him up with no 
questions asked. 


H—That’s whyf[] 


Shakira spoke to Dimitar, who was looking down, from 
horseback. 


LIf you’re on cordial terms with me, | might be of service 
when something happens[] 


Your Eminence, try changing our genders and think about 
it] 


Dimitar also almost burst into laughter unconsciously at 
Shakira’s mischievous “hee-hee” chuckling. 


[lf | were a young girl, and Your Eminence were an oily 
middle-aged man, those words just now would sound like 
those of a terrible brute. It gives one the impression of the 
beginning of a tragedy{[] 


First of all, you’re not a young girl, and I’m also not an oily 
middle-aged old man. Secondly, even if someone almost 
took advantage of your weakness, it’s not your character to 
accept it meekly as it is, right? That’s why your example is 
meaningless. To begin with, | don’t have any ulterior 
motivel] 


Ll see. I’m glad to hear that] 


Muttering curtly, Dimitar searched for the figure of the 
Crown Prince. 


The departure time was drawing nearer and nearer, and the 
Surroundings were filled with noises, but even in this 
situation, the gazes of Dimitar’s colleagues that were 
pointing at him were tinged with coldness as usual. Or 
rather, it felt like the temperature had dropped more than 
yesterday. The story of Dimitar knocking Michel out was 
most likely spreading. The fact that the right and wrong of 
what Michel’s party had perpetrated was pigeonholed and 
that Dimitar had openly opposed the House of Bolieiro might 
have made the difference in temperature between Dimitar 
and them more conspicuous. That was to say, being on 
friendly terms with Dimitar was equivalent to the act of 
offending the House of Bolieiro. 


[J—You’re so awkward[] 


Shakira, who was silent for a short while, opened her mouth 
with a sigh. 


[| feel that you absolutely don’t want to yield to anyone[] 
[| don’t think like that in particular though[] 


[You do. If there are exceptions, then they’re the other 
Richternach-kyou and also Orvieto only, right?{] 


Dimitar didn’t say yes or no, but even if it wasn’t Shakira, 
one could immediately understand that it was a silence that 
meant affirmation. 


Hilf | remember correctly, your parents are no longer here{] 
[Yes[] 


[Your mother set fire to the mansion and tried to make you 
die together with her{] 


She was a woman who would bluntly say things that people 
didn’t want to recall. Dimitar endured the matter of wanting 
to say a cutting remark a lot and nodded. 


[]...Your Eminence also knows about it, huh{] 


[I’m of the same generation as Orvieto, you know? Doesn't 
that means I’m of the same generation as your mother too? 
| was already a grown woman at that time, so its natural 
that I’ll remember it properly. It became a disturbance of 
that extent, after all] 


Dimitar completely didn’t remember, but considering the 
weight of the name of the House of Richternach, he could 
imagine the magnitude of the disturbance at that time. The 
cousin of Orvieto Richternach, who was already known as 
the magic warrior who possessed preeminent ability, 
attempted to drag her son into a forced double suicide. If 
they were adults of a certain age, they might remember it 
clearly. 


[That’s why you feel indebted to Orvieto and the other 
Richternach-kyou[] 


[It’s not indebtedness but kindnessf[] 


[Both are similar. Mentally, you’re not on an equal footing 
with them alreadyf[] 


Dimitar got angry, but at the same time, he also felt that 
she had hit the nail on the head. 


Dimitar certainly felt indebted to Lucius and Orvieto. 
Although he said that it wasn’t indebtedness but kindness, 
like Shakira had also pointed out, whether this was 
indebtedness or kindness, the difference wasn’t significant. 
His mother had chosen a dishonourable way to die, and he 
who had survived was adopted by Orvieto and was living 
under her patronage even now. It was an indisputable fact 
that there were times when he wondered if the existence of 
Dimitar Richternach, who was here now, itself was already a 
liability to Lucius and Orvieto. 


[You have talent{] 
[]...Pardon?{] 


At Shakira’s abrupt words, Dimitar looked up at the 
attractive older woman who looked like a girl. 


[| said that you have talent. It’s that, | just Know that sort of 
thing[] 


Shakira narrowed her eyes and smiled. 


[From what I’ve seen, you have more talent than the other 
Richternach-kyou. But because of your indebtedness to him, 
you can’t demonstrate it readily[] 


[]...That’s absurd[] 


[Hey hey, there’s no need to call this me absurd, is there?[] 


Grasping the treasured sword, including its scabbard, worn 
on her waist and hitting Dimitar’s head lightly, Shakira 
puffed out her cheeks. 


[My insight won’t be wrong! —It’s that, it’s better that you 
keep your distance from Orvieto and the other Richternach- 
kyou a little. | feel that the current environment will corrode 
your talent. Right?![] 


[It’s not “right?!”. | don’t Know whether Your Eminence 
knows this, but in this world, that sort of thing is called 
needless meddling[] 


He understood that the other party was an important person 
of the country, but as one would expect, she had no right to 
speak to that extent. 


Dimitar kept his mouth shut glumly, and after that, due to 
Shakira hailing the Crown Prince and obtaining his 
permission, his expression ended up becoming even more 
glum. 


That was because swaying horseback together with this 
Eminence would probably be accompanied by a 
considerable mental pain. 
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That night, the party set up camp before the forest of 
Selsuru. Shakira’s hometown, Selsuru, would be right there 
if they went through the forest like this, but going into the 
forest after sunset—though there was a highway laid out— 
was akin to a suicidal act. The forest at night, where one 
wouldn’t know from where stray dogs, wolves and bears 


could appear, was a dangerous place, which even hunters 
would hardly set foot in unless there was a good reason to. 


Besides, even if they went through the forest all night 
knowing the danger, it’d be before daybreak when they 
arrived at Selsuru. In that case, it’d be better to stay up all 
night here safely, depart early morning tomorrow and arrive 
at Selsuru before dusk; their fatigue would be mentally and 
physically lesser as well. 


Countless tents were pitched in the surroundings of a huge 
and luxurious tent, which was rarely used, for the Crown 
Prince’s use. It looked just like a group of herbivores 
sleeping with their shoulders pressed against each other for 
fear of attacks from other beasts. 


Fortunately, Dimitar who had undertaken the night watch 
duty last night was freed from that hard work tonight and 
could lie down at a normal time. The sense of security that 
the journey, which was full of nothing but worries, would 
finally be over tomorrow turned Dimitar’s tired feeling into a 
pleasant one. 


Dimitar, who was lying down in the endmost tent of the 
group together with the other apprentices, crawled out from 
the middle of his sleep quietly and opened his eyes softly. 


He could faintly hear the popping sounds of the firewood of 
the campfire mixed in with the breathing sounds and snores 
of his sleeping colleagues. Conversely, he could hear them 
only. Even though he could hear the hoots of owls and the 
sounds of insects before going to sleep, they had stopped 
now. 


When Dimitar felt uneasy suddenly and tried to get up, a 
fire arrow penetrated the tent and flew in. A red flame rose 
up from the fire arrow, which had pierced the prop, and 
spread to the canvas. 


Oi! It’s a night attack![] 


Calling out to the surrounding apprentices, Dimitar tore off 
his blanket and stood up. 


LTsk... what are the night watchmen doing!?[] 


Dimitar hurriedly buttoned his shirt, grabbed just his sword 
and rushed out of the tent. 


The members on night watch were moving about in 
confusion outside. Fire arrows were flying here sporadically 
from the other side of the darkness, but as the enemies’ 
figures couldn’t be confirmed, they were probably thrown 
into confusion. Approximately half of the members could act 
without being flustered. The horses had also become 
frightened by the sudden attack and were starting to neigh. 


Honestly, he didn’t care what would happen to the members 
who had relaxed their guard, but if any harm befell even the 
Crown Prince and Shakira, Lucius’s position would become 
bad. Dimitar removed the scabbard, unsheathed his sword 
and ran towards the Crown Prince’s tent. 


Your Highness! Your Eminence![] 
Dip 


Pieces of firewood scattered from the campfires that were 
kicked over, and among the members who were trampling 
them and running around, a voice responded to Dimitar. 


[jLucius! ?[] 


Lucius came from the direction of the Crown Prince’s tent 
and as one would expect, he was calm. While encouraging 
the surrounding members, he was giving them detailed 
instructions and trying to restore order. 


[You're safe, huh, Diif] 
LYes. ...What about His Highness and Her Eminence?{] 


[iThey’re safe. His Highness is already leaving this place 
together with Her Eminence on a carriage protected by the 
members] 


Lucius brushed his long silver hair away and sighed. 


[i—Judging from this half-baked night attack, it’s most likely 
the deed of bandits[] 


(Bandits ?{] 


[Yes. | heard that the remnants of the bandits who were 
subjugated by the army a little while ago have been 
attacking the towns and villages of this area[] 


[I see... their total number shouldn’t be many, right?[] 


LYes. I’ve issued instructions to every commanding officer to 
retreat slowly while making arrangements to guard His 
Highness and Her Eminence, ...but you’re an apprentice 
whose attachment hasn’t been officially decided yet. You 
can do as you like. However, don’t die, all right?[] 


Ol know[] 


Dimitar lightly grabbed back the left hand of Lucius, who 
had patted him on the shoulder, and turned on his heel. 


The young members who still hadn’t got used to actual 
fighting were becoming restless in the first night attack of 
their lives, but the relatively experienced members were 
trying to retreat, though little by little, in the direction that 
the Crown Prince and the others had moved while drawing 
their swords and counterattacking. 


His colleagues here probably didn’t need any help in 
particular. The ones who probably needed help the most 
now were the apprentices who had slept in the same tent as 
Dimitar. 


H—lI’m under no obligation to them in particular, but if I’m 
the only apprentice who survived, I'll receive harsh 
treatment again[] 


Dimitar, who had come back to his tent, couldn’t help 
smiling wryly at the expected development. 


The flame that had spread from the fire arrow to the tent 
coloured the darkness red, and ten or so men were fighting 
in front of it. To be more precise, the young men who had 
got cold feet completely were standing face to face with 
men who wore shabby leather armours. All the men had 
stubbly beards that looked dirty, and their appearances 
were certainly convincing if they were called degenerate ex- 
bandits. 


[What are they doing—f[] 


Dimitar laughed at his colleagues, who were on the verge of 
tears and swinging their swords blindly, and picked up a 
spear that was dropped on that spot. 


Doi!p 


He simultaneously attracted the thieves’ attention and 
threw the spear at them. 


O'0 


As if to restrain the thieves who had tried to cut down the 
young men in one breath, the spear pierced the ground in 
front of them with a heavy impact. 


U—U 


Not only the thieves but also the young men looked back at 
Dimitar and opened their eyes wide in surprise. 


Since | specially attracted the enemies’ attention for you, 
you should have escaped at this opportunity—stupid fellows 
are stupid through and through, good grieff] 


Shaking off the redness of the flickering flame behind his 
eyelids lightly, Dimitar ran. Moving his left hand according 
to a specific pattern while running, he poured magic power 


Hieratika 


into the magic crest and excited the magic circle for 


Force 


“Double Power”. 
O—Move aside! Step back![] 


Dimitar, who had accelerated to a speed that surpassed an 
ordinary person’s in one breath, jumped over the young 
men who still couldn’t move, and his sword flashed. 


[]Gugal] 


Flicking off the rust-covered sword of the thief at the very 
front greatly, Dimitar drove a front kick into his solar plexus 
like a stake. His leg strength, which had been strengthened 


by magic, most likely must have ruptured the thief’s internal 
organs in one blow. 


No longer paying any attention to the thief who had vomited 
blood and collapsed, Dimitar spoke to the young men 
behind him. 


Llf you can’t fight well, take the horses and retreat! You’re in 
the way![] 


Ah, yes—[] 


The young members, who were stunned by the shock of an 
actual fighting, nodded at Dimitar’s threatening attitude, 
tumbled and ran away from that place. 


The origin of the Seal Chivalric Order was said to be the 
eighty-nine warriors who had supported the “ 


Reduntra 


Lord of Redemption” together with the twelve priests to seal 


Maroudo 
the “Demon”, rendering a meritorious deed. It was said that 
they were warriors as well as excellent magic warriors, and 
in imitation of them, one must be able to master not only 
the sword but also magic to join the chivalric order. 


However, that was simply the official stance, and the 
members who had no magic talent weren’t few. For 
example, like those fellows who had ran away just now, the 
members who could neither use magic nor handle a sword 
well—without a single exception—compensated for their 
lack of talent with the economic power of their parents’ 
homes. 


If he had to receive token support from such fellows who 
had no fighting power, it was much easier to fight alone. 


[I can’t afford to even babysit green young men from well- 
to-do families, you know—![] 


Dimitar spat out so and deeply slashed at the wrist of the 
thief who had lunged at him with a spear. 


HO-{ 


In a one-to-many fight, he didn’t have time to finish the 
enemies off one-by-one. If he stopped moving even a little, 
he’d be surrounded and killed. Therefore, it was more 
efficient to not think about killing the enemy in front of him 
but inflict a wound on him and make him lose his fighting 
spirit for the time being. Fellows who didn’t have an ounce 
of sense of mission, like bandits especially, gave top priority 
to their own survival, so Dimitar didn’t think they’d continue 
to fight until they stopped their own massive bleeding. 


[1Go..., damn it—!{J 


When he had just cut off two, three little fingers and one 
wrist in the twinkling of an eye, Dimitar jumped back 
greatly. 


At that moment, an intense pain shot through the back and 
upper arm of his right shoulder. He immediately understood 
that an arrow had flown from somewhere and pierced him. 


Oe 


Although he staggered slightly, Dimitar didn’t stop moving. 
He immediately transferred the sword to his left hand and 
rushed into the group of remaining thieves. That he had 
purposely cut his way into the midst of the enemy was to 
prevent being shot by a second and third arrow. 


[Gyaa!|] 


Biting his lip at the pain, Dimitar swung his sword. The thief 
who was cut lightly in the chest let out an exaggerated 
scream and rolled on the ground. 


... TSk{] 


The fingers of his right hand didn’t move well. He could 
endure any amount of pain, but he couldn’t handle the 
sword well with this hand. 


Dimitar had been training regularly so that he could use the 
sword with either hand on the assumption that there might 
be an unexpected situation, but not being able to use his 
right hand was a serious situation nonetheless. After all, 
he’d lose by misusing his powers and be at a disadvantage 
if he thoughtlessly went on the defensive, and the more 
time he spent, the slower his movements would become 
due to the bleeding. 


When Dimitar dodged the spear of the thief in front of him 
and conversely lunged his sword, he aimed and thrust at the 
joint of the leather armour. 


[1Gu, bu, o...'] 


Putting his foot on the shoulder of the thief who fell forward 
and pulling his sword out, Dimitar immediately looked back 
and lay face-down instantly. 


An arrow moving fast against the wind flew by close to him. 


n...! 


Normally, fools who would shoot arrows when their allies 
were fighting didn’t exist. In other words, the one who had 
been shooting arrows since just now wasn’t a thief; 
moreover, they weren’t Dimitar’s ally either. 


Some thieves were hit by the arrows from just now and fell. 
Perhaps they had lost their nerves seeing that, the surviving 
thieves, who had each sustained a wound in their fight 
against Dimitar, escaped towards the other side of the 
darkness that was flickering with flames. 


While bending over, Dimitar ran with short steps and hid 
himself behind a tree. Furthermore, an arrow pierced the 
bark of that tree. 


It had become clear with this. The arrows were obviously 
aimed at Dimitar. 


The force of the flames that had turned the tent into black 

ashes wasn’t of the extent of spreading to the young tree. 

The flames gradually abated, and the surroundings fell into 
a deep darkness again. 


Just before he jumped behind the tree, Dimitar had noticed 
that there were figures of people approaching, carrying a 
bow and arrows. He felt that there were three people at 
least. 


[]...Don’t tell me it was those green young men from well-to- 
do families? The one called Michel or something...[] 


As far as the people trying to kill him, besides the bandits, 
were concerned, he had no idea of anyone else but them. 


[They looked like fellows who would run away first when we 
were attacked by the bandits though... or rather, were they 
late in running away?[] 


Although Dimitar smiled wryly, this wasn’t a situation where 
he could smile so. The fact that they suddenly shot arrows 


when he was crossing swords with the bandits meant that 
the other party didn’t care even if Dimitar lost his life— 
rather, they were probably thinking of killing him. Their 
intention to finish Dimitar off for certain could be felt from 
the fact that they appeared now when the bandits had fled. 


Dimitar knitted his brows, looked at his right arm and gently 
pulled out the arrow stuck in his upper arm. 


]...D, damn it—{J 


The blood flowing from the arrow wound soaked his shirt 
bright red. It might have ended with a bit slighter wound if 
he had worn an outer garment, but it was a misfortune that 
he had rushed out lightly dressed as soon as he got up. 


When he listened carefully, battle cries could be heard 
faintly from the direction closer to the forest. While Dimitar 
was fighting alone, everyone was probably escaping safely 
in the direction the Crown Prince’s party had retreated. 


Judging from the fact that the bandits had retreated 
unexpectedly easily, they might have mistaken their party 
for a large-scale caravan. Although the bandits had made a 
night attack thinking they were suitable preys, they 
received an unexpected resistance and ran away hurriedly— 
it was more or less something like that. 


It seemed that the ones remaining here were Dimitar and 
the wicked assailants only. If those assailants with the bow 
and arrows were Michel Bolieiro and his followers, the 
number of people should be three, but in any case, they 
were troublesome opponents for the current Dimitar. 


[]...Good grief, increasing troubles for me...[] 


Dimitar swallowed a groan of agony and shook his left hand 
quietly. Containing a bluish-black brilliance, the magic crest 


Razor 


drew the magic circle for “Tornado”. 
O—Fu'!]] 


He jumped out from behind the tree and released his magic 
power simultaneously. As expected, the number of enemies 
were three people. It seemed that they reacted to Dimitar’s 
movement and tried to shoot their arrows, but the wind 
blade reached them just an instant earlier. 


[Giah']] 


The sound of the bowstring of a bow being cut and snapping 
and someone’s scream were emitted loudly. 


Dimitar pulled out the sword that he had thrust into the 
ground and ran towards the enemy immediately. 


HOY, you—! | never like you guys![] 


The one who had thrown away the bow of which its 
bowstring was cut, drawn a sword and come charging was a 
young man who had wrapped a bandage across the centre 
of his face. 


[]...ASs expected, it’s you guys, huh{] 


Confirming that it was the face of Michel Bolieiro—the other 
party whose nose he had broken last night, Dimitar clicked 
his tongue. 


The current wounded Dimitar didn’t have the leeway to 
think about the other party’s position and go easy on him. If 
he prioritised his own survival, he might really kill Michel’s 
party. However, even though it was for self-defence, killing 


the heir of the House of Bolieiro would become a big 
problem in the future. It was still fine if only he himself was 
blamed, but he wanted to avoid causing trouble to even 
Lucius and Orvieto. 


While feeling slightly irritated, Dimitar crossed swords with 
Michel just as they were passing by one another. If he rashly 
did something like locking sword to sword and pushing, it 
was clear that Dimitar, who could only use his left arm, 
would be overpowered. He wanted to cast the “Double 
Power” magic again, but in this one-on-three situation, he 
couldn't even take the time to do so. 


A spear extending from the side attacked Dimitar, who had 
turned around and tried to slash at Michel simultaneously. 


U0 


The one handling the spear was a young man who was the 
only person whose face had no injuries. He was either 
Héctor or Hugo—he most likely must be Héctor. Dimitar 
arbitrarily assumed so. 


[jDie! Richternach!]] 


The tip of the spear that Héctor, whose face had turned 
deep red, was lunging in rapid succession extended towards 
Dimitar’s throat. Perhaps it was because he was kicked in 
the solar plexus and became unable to move first last night 
that his damage was consequently the smallest, his 
handling of the spear was strong and accurate. 


LIlf you can do that much, you should just aim to succeed in 
life seriously though—{[] 


Dimitar, who had spat out so inside his mind, cut off the tip 
of the spear while bending himself backwards and dodging 


Héctor’s offence. 

...! Y, you bastard—f[] 

Without a pause, Michel and Hugo came slashing at him. 
[You guys are an eyesore![] 


Michel directly swung the sword he was gasping tightly with 
both hands downwards from an overhead position. Michel 
who came striking with his sword again and again, his face 
which was divided into top and bottom by the bandage 
flushing deep red, was comical and at the same time, 
bizarre as well. 


[Just Lucius alone is already an eyesore, a, and yet there’s 
even you...! You Richternachs! Quickly disappear! Die! 
You’re a hindrance![] 


U..-0 


Although he wanted to curse at Michel’s self-centred shout, 
Dimitar bit his lip and endured it. At present, he wanted 
number of hands more than number of words. He somehow 
parried Michel’s and Hugo’s weapons and tried to take a 
roundabout path to the side. 


—However, just when he was about to do that, he was 
severely hit on the waist. 


[|Gu?[] 


Héctor recklessly brandished the spear that had lost its tip 
and hit Dimitar’s back again and again very hard. 


This guy—![] 


Dimitar tried to slash at Héctor just as he was turning 
around, but his hand that was holding the sword was hit by 
the handle of the spear and he unintentionally dropped the 
sword. 


[|Daa—|[] 


Hugo lunged at Dimitar who had tried to pick up the sword 
with his left hand, which had become numb. Although it 
ended with just his flank being slightly gouged out because 
of him twisting his body instantly, Dimitar got entangled 
with Hugo who had collided with him and fell over. 


U...Ahg 


The arrow stuck in his back snapped, and the arrowhead 
sank in even deeper. He somehow held back a groan of 
agony, but he couldn’t stop the new bleeding. 


Michel kicked Dimitar, who had tried to stand up to protect 
his right shoulder, flying. 


U—'u 


Dimitar fell down to the ground from the back again, looked 
up at Michel, who had changed his sword to a backhand 
grip, and opened his eyes wide. 


[Die...!9 
U—-U 


Dimitar reflexively thrust his left hand out towards Michel, 
who had raised his sword overhead. 


At that moment, a brilliant flame swallowed Michel up. 


[|Bo...a—[] 


Michel dropped his sword, protected his face and fell down. 
Burnt by the flame, the uniform made by the best tailor in 
Roma smouldered. 


U...?0 


After staring at Michel rolling on the ground and struggling 
to put out the fire in a daze, Dimitar stared at his own left 
hand. 


The sleeve of his shirt, which was rolled up halfway, had 
been carbonised in an instant. The skin from his elbow to 
the tip of his left hand was hideously burnt; however, a 
bluish-black flickering magic crest had distinctly emerged 
there. 


o—!70 


Dimitar, who had tried to hold his left hand in his arms, 
grimaced at the heat. Although his left hand itself didn’t feel 
anything as if it was numb, hot air was still coiling about its 
surroundings. 


(Michel! Oi, Michel!{] 


Héctor and Hugo were hurriedly trying to put out the flame 
that had spread to Michel. The field of vision of Dimitar, who 
had been looking at those figures and his own hand 
alternately, was suddenly dyed deep crimson. 


.. GD 
A red storm was swelling. 


A woman who closely resembled Orvieto was putting her 
hands on Dimitar’s neck and crying. 


Before he realised it, that place had changed into a room of 
a mansion where luxurious furniture was completely burnt 
by flames, and Dimitar who was looking at that had become 
a very young boy. 


The woman gradually put strength into her hands, which 
were grasping Dimitar’s neck. 


The suffocation dyed Dimitar’s field of vision even redder. 


The inside of his nose was burning. The woman seemed to 
be saying something, but Dimitar’s ears could no longer 
hear any sound. 


The flames burnt the dress of the woman, who was 
strangling Dimitar while crying, anew. 


Nevertheless, the woman didn’t take her hands off him. 


The pain was difficult to endure, and Dimitar finally shouted. 





444 


Lucius, who had turned around at the violent sound that had 
Shaken the air, looked at the pillar of fire that had risen 
towards the night sky and gasped. 


]...Hey, what, is that...?]] 


Taking off his hat which was adorned with birds-of-paradise 
plumes, the Crown Prince said so as if groaning. 


The Crown Prince and his guards had already moved to a 
location that was distant from the camping site and were 
arranging their formation. Although the majority of them 
were children of nobles who were inexperienced in combat, 
soldiers who possessed both magic and swordsmanship at a 
high level in the true sense of the word, such as Lucius, 
weren't few either. If they got out of the momentary 
confusion, it was easy to repel the surprise attack of the 
degenerate ex-bandits which lacked measures. 


However, the pillar of fire that extended intermittently 
towards the sky made the party, which had finally started to 
feel relieved, fall into wild excitement again. 


Lucius calmed his horse, which had become frightened and 
neighed, down and surveyed the members who were 
Surrounding and protecting the Crown Prince’s riding horse 
and Shakira’s carriage and then spoke to the adjutant of 
First Squad, of which he took direct command. 


[iLindegaard-kyou, please take command in my stead. 
Please assemble a battle formation in columns of fours with 
His Highness and Her Eminence placed in the centre of the 
ranks and evacuate into the forest at a slow march like 
that[] 


(Understood! But what about you, Vice-Leader...?[] 


The older adjutant, Lindegaard, was an honest young man 
who served Lucius without prejudice. Lucius didn’t feel 
uneasy about entrusting the rest to him at all. 


l’ll go look at the situation of the members who still 
haven’t linked up with us[] 


LINo way...! Please order me to do that![] 


LINo, if | assign such a role to you, I'll be made into a villain 
again in the future[] 


Lucius held Lindegaard back and then galloped his horse to 
the Crown Prince’s location. 


Rebuking the members who had become restless, Lucius 
spoke to Isaac in a low voice. 


[(i—Your Highness, I'll return to the camping site and look at 
the situation. Please advance like this together with Her 
Eminence, Your Highness. I’ve entrusted the entire 
command to Lindegaard-kyouf[] 


[iHey, are you seriously saying that, Lucius?[] 
Putting on his hat again, Isaac knitted his brows. 


[We don’t know what happened, but no matter how you 
think about it, it’s dangerous, you know? Why do you have 
to specially—[] 


[There are still people who haven't linked up with us. 
Though it seems that they’re in the midst of moving here, 
we can’t leave them behind] 


Lucius didn’t say that Dimitar was mixed in among them. He 
didn’t want it to be interpreted as mixing work and private 
matters. 


However, it seemed that Isaac had already seen through the 
mind of such Lucius. 


[]...Well, it can’t be helped[] 
After surveying his surroundings, Isaac nodded. 


[Quite a bit of wounded people had appeared already, not 
to mention the big problem it will become if dead people 
appear. Sorry, but I’m counting on you, Lucius-kun[] 


HCertainly[] 
Lucius bowed lightly and turned his horse around. 


That pillar of fire couldn’t be seen in the night sky any more. 
It had been rising intermittently since just now; however, it 
was obvious that it wasn’t due to the deed of the 
degenerate ex-bandits. 


[jVice-Leader...![] 
DAre you all right! ?]] 


Lucius encountered the apprentice members who had come 
from the direction of the pillar of fire and felt a slight 
disappointment knowing that Dimitar’s figure wasn’t among 
them. 


[What in the world happened!? What’s that?[] 


I, | don’t know! We, simply came chasing the main force 
anyway—|] 


DAre there still people remaining at that place?[] 
[That’s...f] 


The members were looking at each other and speaking 
ambiguously, seemingly embarrassed for some reason. 


[What's the matter? Speak clearly![] 

Um... Richternach-kyou told us to escape first—[] 
[]...1 seet] 

Inhaling deeply and quietly, Lucius nodded. 
[Does that mean he’s still there?[] 

OM, most likely yes—[] 


[| understand. All of you head for the forest without delay. 
Link up with the main force and protect His Highness and 
Her Eminencef[] 


[What will Vice-Leader do?[] 
[Never mind that, go quickly![] 


Lucius ordered as if shouting and kicked the horse’s 
abdomen. 


UDil...]] 


Although Dimitar was still an apprentice so that the other 
members wouldn’t say that Lucius was favouring him, he 
possessed real ability where it wouldn’t be strange even if 
he was appointed as a formal member immediately. 
Therefore, even if he was surrounded by the thieves in the 


middle of the melee, he should have been able to cut his 
way through and run away by his own efforts at least. 


Nevertheless, the fact that Dimitar still hadn’t linked up with 
the main force meant that Lucius should probably assume 
that some accident had happened to him. 


Moreover, he was bothered by the fact that he hadn’t seen 

the figures of Michel’s party, it wouldn’t be strange even if 

they ran away first if there was an enemy attack, the whole 
time. 


(J—O-i, Lucius-kun![] 


Unexpectedly hearing a girl’s carefree voice which could be 
called out-of-place, Lucius looked up at the sky behind him. 


(Your Eminence!?[{] 


Lucius instantly stretched out his arms to catch Shakira 
Babel who had flown down together with the wind, her 
tabard fluttering. 


[iNice, nice, if | have to be held in the arms by someone, a 
pretty boy or a handsome young man is the best as 
expected. Right?![] 


Your Eminence... why in the world—[] 

HAh, that, I’m also going together with you[] 
(You mustn’t![] 

Stopping his horse hurriedly, Lucius spoke. 


[Please go back! We don’t know what’s happening... it’s too 
dangerous![] 


fiHuh, you don’t know? Then as expected, you have to take 
me with you[] 


[What do you mean, Your Eminence?[] 

[That’s probably magic power going out of controlf{] 
[Out of control?[] 

Anyway, Dii-kun will be in danger if we don’t hurry[{] 
[]...Understood[] 


Properly speaking, Lucius should give top priority to 
Shakira’s safety and turn back, but if she said that she was 
going to move forward, he had no way to stop her. In fact, 
Shakira rode upon the winds she had personally created and 
came here by herself. If he couldn’t get Shakira to change 
her mind, he could only protect her by her side. 


[]...You said “out of control”, do you mean Dimitar’s magic 
power?|] 


[Do you have an idea?[] 


Shakira, who was clinging to Lucius’s back, asked a question 
in return with a voice containing a smile. 


[He's the son of Orvieto’s cousin—right?[] 
[Yes[] 


[Good grief... that might be due to his lineage of the House 
of Richternach then{] 


[What is?f] 


[Il feel that there’s something in that child that is different 
from ordinary people] 


[Do you mean that... he has talent?[] 


Of course he has talent. ...However, that child possesses 
something even more troublesome. You might not have 
noticed it, but Orvieto must have noticed it. Even | sensed it, 
after allf] 


(Mother did...?{] 


When Lucius was ruminating on it quizzically, he was hit on 
the back of his head suddenly. 


Enough of chattering! Hora, hurry up!{] 


[l’m sorry, but there’s the possibility that the horse will 
become frightened from here on and not listen to what | 
say, SO—[] 


Leaving a few words like that, Lucius kicked the stirrup and 
leapt. Holding the left glove in his mouth and smoothly 
pulling it off, he drew a magic circle with the magic crest 
that had emerged on the back of his hand. 


Ol’ ll speed upf] 


Getting off the horse, Lucius started running like that at the 
same time he landed. His leg strength raised by magic, 
Lucius accelerated steadily. 


[Ils this magic carefully created by the chivalric order? It’s 
good for people with strong physique[] 


[It’s an honour to receive your praise, Your Eminencef[] 


When Lucius, who had carried Shakira on his back and ran 
in the night even faster than riding the horse, arrived at the 
Camping site which was mercilessly burnt to the ground, he 
narrowed his eyes at the hot wind and was stupefied. 


Dimitar was squatting down on the ground, surrounded by a 
tent and bushes that were burnt down. 


(Dii—f] 
(Wait, Lucius-kun!{] 


Shakira restrained Lucius, who had tried to run up to 
Dimitar. 


Immediately after that, flames spouted from the left hand 
that Dimitar had held up high, became a new pillar of fire 
and disappeared into the sky. 


HDii! ?y 
HAs expected, his magic power is out of control{] 


Shakira pulled his long hair and restrained Lucius, who had 
unconsciously tried to take a step forward, again. 


[—lIf you approach him carelessly, even you will get charred, 
you know?[] 


[Ridiculous...!]] 


[Hora hora, try to survey your surroundings with your usual 
calmness[] 


When he was urged by Shakira and observed his 
Surroundings, someone had collapsed a short distance away. 
Although they had become limp, they seemed to be still 
barely breathing and were moving slightly. 


]...Michel...?] 


Well, leave those profligate sons to me; you, that, do 
something about Dii-kun. ...But be fully careful, all right?{] 


[Yes![] 

Lucius lowered Shakira from his back and ran up to Dimitar. 
DAre you all right, Dii!?[] 

(jLucius...?] 

Dimitar raised his face with an agonised look. 

[What happened! ?{] 

Well, various things happened—{[] 


From that hoarse voice of his, one could gather how irritated 
Dimitar was. Lucius squatted down beside Dimitar, looked at 
his hideously burnt left arm and frowned. 


(How terrible...{] 


HG, get away from me, Lucius—even I, can’t suppress it 
welll] 


[You have to suppress it. ...You’ll die if you continue to use 
magic like this, you know?[] 


Magic wasn’t created from nothing. If one used magic, one 
would pay the price for it in the form of fatigue. Normally, 
one couldn’t continue to use magic beyond one’s limits, but 
in the case of the current Dimitar whose magic power was 
out of control regardless of the will of the person himself, it 
was Clear that he’d exceed his limit eventually. 


[Before that, your arm might become charcoal[] 


Lucius jokingly created cold air between both hands. 
However, the ice that had frozen there, without cooling 
Dimitar’s left arm sufficiently, turned into steam in an 
instant and just choked the two people. 


J Pu—[] 


[]That’s enough already, Lucius... take that meddling 
Eminence and run away quickly...[] 


[Don’t speak![] 


When Lucius produced cold air between both hands again, 
he grasped Dimitar’s left arm with those hands. 


(Lucius! 


At the same time hot steam rose up, Dimitar’s voice broke 
in falsetto. 


[iStop, stop it! Get away from me, Lucius![] 


[lf that’s the case, you have to stop your magic power from 
being out of control first...![] 


Enduring the pain of his skin being burnt, Lucius spoke. 


U—If I’m going to abandon you so easily here, Haha-ue and 
|, wouldn’t have adopted you, at that time...![] 


(iLucius...!f] 


Even while they were like this, the block of ice Lucius had 
created turned into steam in an instant. Lucius stared at the 
magic crest that had emerged on Dimitar’s arm and 
furrowed his brow. 


[Why...? Even though the skin is inflamed this much, why 
won't the magic crest disappear...?[] 


Magic manifested by means of a magic circle that magic 
power, which had flowed into the magic crest, drew. One 
couldn’t use magic unless one had a magic crest, and even 
if just a part of it was damaged, it was bound to interfere 
with the use of magic. That was exactly why an 
occupational category called “Hiera Glaphicos” existed to 
restore a magic crest that was damaged because of injury. 


However, the magic crest on Dimitar’s left arm, with no 
relation to the injury on the skin—and also with no relation 
to his will—, was causing magic to manifest. 


[]Gu, u—![] 


Dimitar thrust Lucius away and pointed his left hand 
towards the sky. That pillar of fire, together with a roaring 
sound, was shot from there again.The enormous magic 
power had probably run about inside Dimitar’s body and, 
searching for a place to escape, became a flame and 
spouted out from his left hand. 


Lucius got up immediately, grasping Dimitar’s left arm. 
Hl’m telling you to stop, right, Lucius! ?[] 


The sleeve of Lucius’s uniform became dry in an instant and 
began burning with a flame. 


no... 


Lucius stifled a groan of agony and tried to suppress the 
scorching heat that was burning their skins with the ice his 
left hand had created. However, Lucius’s cold air merely 


turned into hot steam and couldn’t repress the heat Dimitar 
had created. 


Dimitar’s face, where traces of burns remained, stiffened 
and he shouted. 


[It’s impossible! Stop![] 


[Before telling me to stop, how about you make an effort 
too...?[] 


Lucius narrowed his eyes, stared at Dimitar and smiled 
wryly. During that time, an intense pain attacked him. 


Will the two of us be burnt to death like this, or will you 
repress it with your willpower—this depends on you, Dii...]] 


[You’re so unfair, you know—{[] 


Dimitar bit his lip and shut his eyes. A deep wrinkle was 
carved on his brow, and he was probably concentrating his 
mind. The flickering of the magic crest on his left arm 
gradually became faster. 


]...Oif] 

Dimitar opened one of his eyes and spoke in a low voice. 
]...Sorry. It’s probably impossible] 

Hl Know that it’s impossible! But it’s your body, right! ?[] 


[What's impossible is impossible—get away from me 
already! Even you will be blown off...!]J 


[Suppress it![] 
O—'!0 


Dimitar suddenly stretched his right hand and pulled out the 
sword on Lucius’s waist. 


L!? Stop!]] 


Seeing Dimitar raised the sword overhead, Lucius 
immediately comprehended his real intention. If it couldn’t 
be suppressed even if he tried to, he was going to cut off his 
left arm, including the magic crest that wouldn’t disappear 
even if the skin was burnt. 


However, even without Lucius risking his life to protect him, 
Dimitar didn’t swing the sword downwards. 


[Are you guys idiots?{] 
(]...Huh?q] 


When Dimitar dropped the sword and fell forward greatly, 
Shakira was standing behind him and holding a stone as big 
as an infant’s head in her arms. 


Well, let’s forget about Dii-kun. After all, his magic power is 
out of control with no relation to his will, and he had been 
desperately trying to do something about it. —But even you 
panic together with him; what are you going to do then?[] 


Shakira tossed the stone aside and thrust her finger at the 
tip of the nose of Lucius, who was dumbfounded. 


[| Know that you’re worried about this child, but you mustn’t 
be swallowed up by the atmosphere, Lucius-kun. | don’t 
want to see your game of make-believe friendship! —Good 
grief, it’s really ridiculous![] 


Shakira squatted down beside Dimitar while complaining 
and held her hand up over his head. A pale light dwelt in the 


Small palm of her hand and illuminated the profile of 
Dimitar, who had lost consciousness. 


D—Eh!?q] 


At that moment, Lucius noticed for the first time that the 
rampage of Dimitar’s magic power had subsided and that he 
was shedding blood from the back of the head. 


Ah! D, don’t tell me... Your Eminence hit Dii with that 
stone! ?/] 


[]...That’s right. That’s because you won't do it[] 
Shakira pouted her lips and glared at Lucius. 


OMe telling you to do something about Dii-kun means 
making him stop using magic even if you have to hit him 
hard, you know? Do you not understand unless | say so 
clearly? In that case, I’m at fault for not saying that then{] 


ON, no, such a thing is... out of the question[] 


Lucius held his right hand, which had sustained a terrible 
burn, in his arms, sat up straight and bowed to Shakira. 


Now that she mentioned it, it was certainly like that. 


As one would expect, cases with destructive power were so 
far rare, but people who weren’t accustomed to the 
handling of magic causing their magic powers to go out of 
control was something that happened often. In such cases, 
one should first damage the said person’s magic crest to 
stop the flow of magic power; when even that didn’t resolve 
things, make the person themself lose consciousness— 
Lucius remembered that he was taught so by his mother 
when he just started receiving introduction to magic. 


Lucius was angry with himself for not being able to 
remember such an important thing in this critical situation. 


Hi—Never mind that, you heal your arm first[] 


When Shakira sighed lightly and stood up, she took light 
steps and extended both hands towards the sky. 


U—-U 


Making clear rustling sounds, small fragments of ice began 
to fall like a sudden shower. It seemed that with Shakira’s 
power, making an out-of-season hail fall was simple. 


[]... The smouldering fire around there will mostly be put out 
with this, | guess[] 


Shakira looked back at Lucius and tilted her head to the side 
with a Huh?[]. 


[What's the matter? You can’t use healing magic?[] 
Ah, no, | can use it. More or less though{[] 

[Then heal your arm quickly. It hurts, right?[] 

[This much pain is nothing special[] 

[Mine feels painful just from looking at it[] 


Shakira smiled slightly and squatted down beside Dimitar 
again. This time, she held her hand up over his hideously 
burnt left arm and started to heal the wound with that 
soothing light. 


Hi—Is this child, that, | wonder; is he influenced by what 
happened when he was a child, after all?[] 


[]...The double suicide disturbance?[] 
Un] 


[The person himself said that he didn’t care about that 
though{] 


[Has his magic power ever gone out of control so far?[] 
LINo, it didn’t. At the very least, it didn’t, as far as | know{[] 
[In that case, what became the trigger for it, | wonder?[] 
[]...Could the cause of it be someone trying to kill him?]] 


Lucius, who had cursorily healed the burn on his right hand, 
stared at Michel’s party and curled his lip. 


They had backbitten Dimitar and played boring tricks on 
him many times until now, but as one would expect, they 
had never tried to kill him. That Michel’s party, all three 
people, were dying here meant that they had most likely 
tried to take advantage of the confused state of affairs to kill 
Dimitar but were killed by their intended victim instead. 


When Dimitar felt that death was close at hand, he recalled 
the memory of his childhood where he was about to be 
killed by his mother, and with that as a start, his magic 
power went out of control—it was by no means too much of 
a jump to think that. The torrent of uncontrollable flames 
even coincided with the cruel experience Dimitar had gone 
through. 


[]...In any case, it might be dangerous to let Dii-kun use 
magic like this] 


Naturally, such a topic would be brought up. 


Of course, that was if Dimitar could be a member of the 
chivalric order like this. 


Lucius looked down at the young men who had lost 
consciousness haphazardly. 


It was a consolation that Michel’s party didn’t die. Thanks to 
Shakira’s healing magic, serious after-effects might not even 
remain. But nevertheless, Michel probably wouldn’t forgive 
Dimitar. 


After tonight, the centre of Michel’s anger might shift from 
Lucius to Dimitar. 


Beneath the hail that was raining incessantly, Lucius stood 
stock-still quietly. 
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A hastily made table was set up at the remains of the 
Camping site where a burnt smell still faintly remained, and 
a simple breakfast of just lightly toasted breads, smoked 
hams and also cheeses and boiled eggs were lined up on it. 


However, the Crown Prince, who had said that he had no 
appetite because of lack of sleep, had been drinking wine 
only since just now and had hardly consumed them. On the 
contrary, Shakira claimed that she was hungry as she had 
worked throughout the night and was even extending her 
fork towards the Crown Prince’s plate. 


Lucius, who was standing by beside the Crown Prince, spoke 
in a small voice. 


[]...We’ll be going to Selsuru like this today. If you don’t eat 
even just a litthe—[] 


[I just don’t have any appetite. Even if | don’t have lack of 
sleep, there are those kinds of faces right before my eyes, 
you see|] 


In front of Isaac, who had also replied so in a whisper, were 
Michel, Héctor and also Hugo kneeling down side by side. All 
three people had wrapped bandages here and there, but the 
fact that it ended with this degree despite them sustaining 
burns to the extent that they were dying was probably due 
to Shakira giving them first aid with magic. 


Seemingly unaware of the fact that he had made the Crown 
Prince lose his appetite, Michel continued to shout, his saliva 
flying from the corners of his mouth. 


Your Highness! That brat was going to kill us! Please pass a 
strict judgement on him in accordance with the chivalric 
order’s rules! Please pass a just judgement on that 
impudent Dimitar Richternach![] 


[Even if you tell me that...[J 


Without even hiding a big yawn, the Crown Prince rubbed 
his eyes sleepily. 


Ah, Lucius-kun, what did the Richternach-kyou, who isn’t 
you, say about this matter?{] 


[]He said that it was them who had tried to kill him. He was 
suddenly shot by an arrow during the fight against the 
thieves] 


Lucius stared at Michel and answered so. 


Properly speaking, Dimitar should have answered that with 
his own mouth. Confronting Michel’s party in front of the 
Crown Prince and declaring his own innocence and the other 
party’s lawlessness should have been the right way. 


However, Dimitar wasn’t allowed to do that. For troubles 
within the group, it was stipulated that the fellow members 
would assert their rightfulness in front of the leader, and 
upon hearing the points of both sides, the leader would 
judge their right and wrong, but Michel rejected Dimitar’s 
presence on the grounds that his status was still an 
apprentice. 


[]JThat’s nonsense![] 
Hugo, who was next to Michel, shouted. 


[That guy is speaking without thinking, Your Highness! We 
also saw it! That brat suddenly attacked Michel... and the 
two of us tried to stop him—{[] 


[That’s right! If Oji-ue learns of this matter—[] 


Héctor also kept in tune with Hugo and asserted so. Lucius’s 
eyebrows quivered, and he secretly clenched his fists tightly. 


Ah, so noisy, so noisy; can | have one person do the 
talking?{] 


The Crown Prince waved his hand and knitted his brows. 


[]...Michel, and you on both his sides! All three of you are 
close relatives, right? If that’s the case, the testimony of you 
guys can’t be accepted as evidence, you know{[] 


[INo way...!] 


(JB, but in that case, both sides can’t assert their 
rightfulness![] 


[Judging from the situation—[] 


Lucius spoke to the Crown Prince in a voice that had pushed 
emotion aside as much as possible. 


[lt doesn’t seem that Richternach-kyou acted to make a 
Surprise attack on them. When | went towards the scene, | 
met the members who had escaped late, and according to 
the report | received, Richternach-kyou had remained there 
alone to fight against the thieves—[] 


[Who said such a thing!{] 


As if to suppress Lucius’s words, Michel stood up and 
shouted. 


[If a person who had said such a thing exists, | want them to 
come out! Come on![] 


Michel looked back at the members sitting in a row behind 
him, opened his arms exaggeratedly and appealed to them. 
However, nobody responded to that and stepped forward. 
They were most likely afraid of going against the House of 
Bolieiro. Although Lucius remembered the faces and names 
of the apprentices whom he had talked with last night, he 
also didn’t particularly feel like forcing a tough decision on 
them here. 


Seeing that no one came out, Michel smiled contentedly. 
Heyl] 


At that moment, Shakira, who was holding a tin tankard with 
both hands and drinking wine, called out to Michel rudely. 


(The Bolieiro-kun whose nose is crooked and, in addition, 
whose front teeth are also missing[] 


U—-w 
Michel’s smile froze, and his face flushed in one breath. 


HYou, that, and the other two people too; first of all, do you 
fully understand who saved you?[] 


(]T, that’s... of course, we understand. | don’t know what | 
should say to express my gratitude to Babel-geika...[] 


[I don’t need your insincere and empty thanks in particular; 
in return for that, won’t you leave it at that? It looks like this 
and that will become troublesome, you see[] 


Shakira, who had put her tankard down, rested her chin in 
her left hand and rolled a boiled egg with her empty right 
hand. 


Ll, | can’t do that! He tried to kill us, you Know! ?[] 


[The other party also said that it was like that, right? Then, 
we can call it even. Right, Your Highness?[] 


[I also want to do so, but only this | can’t do so. Father will 
nag at me, saying “Dissolve the chivalric order, which is like 
playing house, if you can’t manage the members properly”, 
after all] 


The Crown Prince, who had shrugged his shoulders 
exaggeratedly, gulped down his wine and sighed. 


[i—Since nobody witness the scene, it’d be good if there’s 
some physical evidence though[] 


[Now that you mention it, Your Highness[] 


Shakira, who had filled her mouth with the boiled egg and 
ham alternately, pointed at Michel with the tip of her fork. 


[(i—That Bolieiro-kun whose nose and front teeth were 
broken, that, while | was treating him, he was saying “I was 
in the wrong, forgive me” in delirium the whole time, you 
know?[] 


U—-HU 


The expression of the Crown Prince, who seemed to be 
smiling wryly, became stiff at Shakira’s words. 


[]...What does that mean, Michel Bolieiro?[] 
HT, t, that’s... n, no, y, you’re mistaken![] 


Michel’s red face turned ghastly pale, and he hurriedly tried 
to gloss over it. 


HAN, it’s fine, Bolieiro-kyou[] 


The Crown Prince stood up from his chair and wiped his 
mouth with a napkin. 


[Since there are no witnesses, it can’t be helped. I'll decide 


what | think is right here. —l’ll expel Dimitar Richternach 
from the Seal Chivalric Order{] 
y...!0 


Lucius opened his eyes wide and stared at the Crown 
Prince’s profile. 


LINot just Her Eminence’s story, | also received a report from 
the vice-leader, but Richternach-kyou, who couldn’t handle 
magic properly and let it go out of control, don’t have the 
qualification to become a member, who must be perfect in 


both magic and swordsmanship, of our chivalric order. —Am 
| right?]] 


The last few words were obviously directed at Lucius. 
Considering the incident Dimitar had caused, expulsion 
might certainly be an appropriate punishment. Even if 
Michel’s party attacking him was the impetus, the fact that 
Dimitar had let his magic power go out of control wouldn’t 
change. 


]...Well, though | can’t say this openly[{] 

Shaking his big hat, the Crown Prince added on. 

LiThis is certainly out of regard for Bolieiro-kyou’s father too[] 
]...Thank you very much{] 


Michel wiped his sweat openly as if he had felt relieved and 
smiled broadly. 


However, his smile stiffened immediately. 
Hi—And then, the three of you are also expelled[] 
[Huh! ?q] 


Expulsion, you know, expulsion punishment. Michel 
Bolieiro-kyou, as well as both Bolieiro-kyous, Hugo and 
Héctor, will also receive expulsion punishment{] 


[INO way...!] 
[lt takes two to make a quarrel—f{] 


[What are you saying? You’re completely wrong[] 


Ignoring the three people speaking their objections 
respectively, the Crown Prince spoke nonchalantly. 


U—That’s because you’re weak{] 
...Eh?Q] 


[“It takes two to make a quarrel” normally means that it’s 
between people who fought on even terms, doesn’t it? But 
you're weak. If what you guys said is right, it means that, in 
Short, all three of you were about to be killed by 
Richternach-kyou alone, right?[] 


(iT, that’s—{] 


[Although it’s not my place to say so, such weak fellows 
aren’t needed in the chivalric order from now on. ...I’m not 
joking or saying this on a whim; it’s because | really want to 
make this chivalric order into a group of strong warriors 
only{] 


“Therefore, you guys are the first step of the purge.” The 
pupils of the Crown Prince, who had smiled and informed 
them so, weren’t smiling like that seemingly frivolous tone 
of his. 


Michel’s party looked at each other mutually. 


HY, you’re mistaken, Your Highness! That’s... ah, that was a 
Surprise attack! That Richternach brat made a surprise 
attack on us when we were coming out of the tent, and...![] 


DAIll three of you? In an instant? Without even the time to 
counterattack?[] 


HY, yes!]] 


And he didn’t finish you off thoroughly?[] 
Ah? Ah, no, that’s—[] 
[That’s enough{] 


A displeased wrinkle was carved on the Crown Prince’s 
forehead, and he held out his hand to Shakira. 


Your Eminence, pass that to me[] 
[Yes[] 


What Shakira had passed to the Crown Prince was an arrow 
that was broken into two in the middle. The Crown Prince 
threw the arrow to the front of Michel’s party and asked 
them. 


[This was the arrow that was stuck in Richternach-kyou’s 
back. ...Do you recognise it?[] 


IN, no—{] 


[There’s no way that you don’t, right? Isn’t that the arrow 
we uSually use for hunting?[] 


The Seal Chivalric Order’s equipment was all custom-made, 
but the army equipment that one could tell the difference 
the easiest was the arrow. The arrows supplied to the army 
used duck feathers as arrow feathers in order to procure a 
large number with standardised quality, whereas the arrow 
feathers of the arrows used by the chivalric order—because 
of the Crown Prince’s fixation—were made of precious snow- 
white falcon feathers. 


What Michel had picked up with his trembling hand was 
certainly the arrow of the chivalric order, which had pure 


white arrow feathers. 


[HiHer Eminence extracted it personally, so there’s no doubt 
that this was stuck in Richternach-kyou’s back. ...The 
question is who shot this arrow. It’s a matter of course, but 
it’s impossible that the degenerate ex-bandits would have 
this arrow, so naturally, someone from the chivalric order 
must have shot it{] 


The Crown Prince, who had gone round by the side of the 
table and come to the front of Michel’s party, was carrying a 
slender sword in his hand before one knew it. 


[]...,Besides the four people concerned, not a single person 
Saw you and Richternach-kyou fighting. This means that 
there were only the four of you there. Am | right?[] 


HY, yes...]] 


[That is to say, other than the three of you, there’s no one 
else who could have shot the arrow at Richternach-kyou, 
right? He can’t shoot his own back by himself, after all. — 
Well, who was it? Among the three of you, who received a 
Surprise attack from Richternach-kyou and were defeated in 
an instant and were letting out painful cries the whole time 
while sleeping until Her Eminence treated you, who on earth 
could have shot the arrow from his back?{] 


OT, that’s...]] 


Michel was at a loss for words and kept his mouth shut. 
Staring at the Crown Prince’s sword, which was placed on 
his shoulder quietly, from a close distance, he broke out in a 
cold sweat again. The other two people also couldn’t utter 
words of explanation any more and were trembling. 


Hitting Michel’s cheek with the back of the sword, the Crown 
Prince muttered. 


[]...Your words are nothing but lies[] 
HY, Your Highness—{[] 


[Though this chivalric order doesn’t need weak fellows, it 
doesn’t need liars either. Lying means that you aren’t loyal 
to me{] 


The Crown Prince swung the sword once, kept it in the 
scabbard and returned to the breakfast table. 


[We can properly determine whether you’re right or wrong 
here, but if we do that, | think it’ll probably become 
inconvenient for the House of Bolieiro in various ways. 
That’s why, hora, | said it just now too, right? Out of regard 
for Bolieiro-kyou’s father, | don’t want to do so. If you 
understand, then accept the reality obediently[] 


LIP, please! Please reconsider, Your Highness! Please! 
Please, please, just not the expulsion punishment—[] 


[You’re so stupid[] 


The Crown Prince stared at Michel, who was pleading 
desperately, coldly and reached for the fig. 


fi—Even if you want to make a surprise attack, why would 
you use the bow and arrow that we usually use as they are? 
In addition to being weak, you’re a liar, and on top of that, 
you're also stupid; my chivalric order doesn’t need such 
awful people from now on. ...I’d like you not to make me say 
this so many times[] 


Your Highness![] 


[You've been talking repetitively since morning... if you can 
enumerate such worthless excuses, then it seems that your 
physical condition doesn’t have any problem already. When 
we arrive at Selsuru, I'll prepare a carriage for you, so the 
three of you should board it and return to the capital. And 
then, repent in your home until you receive the official 
verdict[] 


LIN, no way...{] 


LIf you can’t obey this, it won’t end with just your expulsion 
punishment. —l’ll soeak to Father and get him to prohibit 
everyone of the House of Bolieiro from entering and leaving 
the royal palace[] 


no... 


Michel made a strange sound inside his throat and didn’t 
say anything any more. He probably was able to finally 
understand that no matter how much he struggled, let alone 
calming down the Crown Prince’s anger any more, things 
might become even more severe if he wasn’t careful. 


When Michel’s party, the three of them, were urged by the 
other members and withdrew from the front of the Crown 
Prince, Lucius bowed very deeply. 


[Thank you very much, Your Highness[] 
[| haven’t done anything to be thanked by you though[] 


The Crown Prince smiled while licking his finger that had got 
wet from the fruit juice of the fig; the calmness until just 
now had disappeared from his pupils as if it was a lie. 


[—But well, it’s fine for you to feel a debt of gratitude of 
your own accord. I’ll have you return the favour in some way 


someday, after allf] 
[Yes[] 
[]Ha—... good grief, it took up so much time in the end[] 


When Shakira, who had even consumed the Crown Prince’s 
portion of breakfast completely, jumped down from the 
chair lightly, she hit Lucius on the bottom, seemingly 
relaxed. 


[Well then, Lucius-kun, let’s go to where that Richternach- 
kyou, who, let alone a title, had even lost the position of an 
apprentice member, is. | want to take a walk to help my 
digestion{] 


[Yes...[] 


Although he felt more or less satisfied because Michel had 
been punished, he felt down as expected when he thought 
about Dimitar. The Crown Prince spoke to Lucius, who had 
nodded and then drooped his head, with a sigh. 


O—Since he can’t return to the capital together with those 
three people, can you tell him to return home immediately 
for me?[] 


[]...l already had him make preparations with that intention 
from the beginning[] 


Lucius bowed lightly and started to walk together with 
Shakira. 
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Dimitar tied his small luggage to the horse’s saddle, and his 
preparation for returning home was finished with that much. 


It just took a lot of time because they were preparing an 
exaggerated procession; originally, the distance between 
Selsuru and the holy city was that of two days and two 
nights if one galloped a horse alone. Not much luggage was 
needed. 


When he was checking the reins and the stirrup, the 
bandage that was wrapped around his left arm, even though 
it was unpleasant, came into view, and his hands that were 
working stopped naturally. 


He remembered, though not perfectly, the memory of the 
time when he was about to be killed by his mother. He still 
saw it in his dreams so often that he couldn’t forget it even 
if he was told to forget it. Perhaps because of that, he was 
more or less reluctant to handle flames when he started 
learning magic, but he overcame it shortly. He was 
completely unafraid of seeing flames and creating flames 
now. 


—For Dimitar, who had thought so, going out of control last 
night was a big surprise as well as a big setback. The fear 
and despair when knowing that there was something that 
couldn’t be controlled by himself inside him was impossible 
to describe in many words. 


More importantly, because of such an ineptitude of his, it 
not only made his own position worse, but even caused 
Lucius trouble. If he had made a single mistake, the two of 
them might have lost their lives all together. 


When he was thinking about such things gloomily, he saw 
Lucius and Shakira coming this way. 


Dimitar sniffled and wiped his eyes with the arm that was 
covered with bandage. A pain ran through his body, and it 
felt as if his heart, which had become timid, was whipped. 


[jDimitar...[] 
HYou, that, expulsion punishment{] 


Next to Lucius, who had opened his mouth hesitantly, 
Shakira spoke quite indifferently. Although he could half- 
expect things to become like that, it might possibly be due 
to that tone of Shakira that he wasn’t more shocked than he 
thought he’d be. At the very least, it was a fact that he 
didn’t want to expose his despondent state to this cheeky 
Eminence. 


Hl’m sorry, Dii. | couldn’t protect you at allf] 


Lucius cast his eyes down and murmured with a sorrowful 
expression. 


[]...No, it’s fine. No matter how you think about it, I’m the 
one at fault{] 


If he had paid attention a bit more and conducted himself 
aptly before he was given a warning by Lucius, he wouldn’t 
have incur the unnecessary enmity of Michel’s party. In the 
first place, he had accepted that his magic power going out 
of control was also a consequence caused by his own 
inexperience. 


Hey, hey! You![] 


Shakira, who had been looking up at Dimitar and Lucius 
alternately, drove a punch into Dimitar’s stomach, looking 
dissatisfied. 


[The one who helped you in the end was me though? And 
yet you didn’t thank me properly, you know, the 
Richternach-kyou who is unemployed?{] 


Ah, yeah, yeah, thank you very muchf{] 


Dimitar, who had expressed his thanks half-heartedly while 
stroking Shakira’s head, realised that he finally smiled, 
though awkwardly, and almost cried again. 


[Good grief... with that sort of attitude, | won’t give you any 
advice, you know?{] 


Ll don’t need any{[] 
Oi, Diif] 


Lucius chided Dimitar, who had tried to refuse flatly, and 
knelt down in front of Shakira. 


[What kind of advice is it? If it'll benefit Dimitar from now 
on, I'd like to hear it by all means[] 


[]...Well, in consideration of the commendable Lucius-kun, | 
Shall tell youl] 


Shakira, who had cleared her throat theatrically with an 
“ahem”, joined her hands together behind her back and 
began to walk around the young men in circles. 


]... The verdict this time, | believe that His Highness has no 
choice but to do so and that Dii-kun also painfully 
understand his own imperfections. —However[] 


[(JHowever?|] 


[Perhaps Orvieto might say one thing or another. She seems 
to dote on you, after allf] 


The expression of Shakira, who had looked up at Dimitar 
fleetingly, wasn’t making fun of him in the slightest. 


—lIf that woman tries to begin to say this or that about His 
Highness’s decision, the two of you must stop her somehow. 
Otherwise, it might become a big trouble that will involve 
even the House of Bolieiro again{] 


Hl understand. I’ll advise Mother against doing sof] 


And one more thing. —Dii-kun has a wonderful talent, but 
at the same time, he also has the instability where he can’t 
control his magic power well. It seems that being brought 
close to the danger of dying was the impetus last night, but 
anyway, as you are now, it might become like that every 
time you use flashy offensive magic[] 


[]...In short, | mustn’t use magic?[] 


[| won't tell you not to use it at all. Well, it means that 
flashy magic comes with that sort of risk. ...Anyway, while 
you're unable to control your magic power properly, don’t 
think about using those sorts of magic with cool 
appearances like “Dokan!” or “Kabusha!"{] 


Dimitar stared at his left hand fixedly. Even if being expelled 
from the chivalric order was inevitable, if he couldn’t even 
use flashy offensive magic, then he also couldn’t join the 
army as a magic warrior. As a matter of fact, one could 
probably say that Dimitar’s dream of wanting to succeed in 
life and work for Lucius and Orvieto had been severed. 


[Hey, hey, my talk isn’t finished yet{] 
HEh?{] 


Shakira held out a letter to Dimitar, who was looking blankly 
at her. 


[When you return to the capital, you should visit my old 
friend who is working at the army’s arsenal. This is a letter 
of introduction{] 





(Your Eminence’s old friend?[{] 


Un. He’s quite an eccentric, but he’s conducting a rather 
interesting research, you see[] 


Shakira threw out her thin chest proudly and scratched the 
tip of her nose. 


U—lIf it’s that eccentric, | think he can come up with a 
method for you to utilise your magic power without it going 
out of controlf] 


[]... Thank you very much{] 


Dimitar stuffed the letter, which he had grasped tightly, into 
his pocket and put his foot on the stirrup. 


Go back carefully, Dii!]] 


Lucius held Shakira in his arms, jumped back from the side 
of the horse, which had neighed shrilly, and shouted. 


[If it’s difficult to face Haha-ue, you can stay at an inn in the 
town for a while! Let’s go back together when | return from 
my mission![] 


[iLucius-kun... you’re quite overprotective, you know{] 


Although he could barely hear Shakira laughing, Dimitar 
didn’t look back any more. Leaving behind his childhood 
friend and the small Dominas, the horse that was carrying 
Dimitar accelerated steadily. 


It seemed that the pain in his left hand, which was grasping 
the reins, wouldn’t lessen for a while, but that was a trivial 
problem. What was important to the current Dimitar was 
what should he do hereafter. 


If he couldn’t be of service to Lucius and Orvieto, what 
worth did he, who was even abandoned by his own 
biological mother, have? It was decided that he’d be 
expelled from the chivalric order and that he couldn’t 
become a magic warrior as well; Dimitar didn’t know what 
he should do now. 


Ae 
Dimitar bit his lip, and hot tears trickled down his cheeks. 


Unable to see the path he should advance on yet, Dimitar 
simply passed through the centre of the rural landscape and 
single-mindedly galloped his horse on a straight highway 
towards the capital. 


Chapter 2: End of 
Honeymoon; on a Rainy 
Day 


In Ahmad, although the royal family law didn’t stipulate so, 
all the young men in the royal family were given the right 
to the throne, whereas the women weren’t given the 
succession right. Anmad never had a queen even once so 
far, and it most likely wouldn’t have one in the future either. 


Roughly speaking, two paths were prepared for such women 
who had no succession right. One was to enter another 
house as a bride, and the other one was to take a husband 
and found a new house. The House of Bermudez, which is 
the home of the current queen, Almudena, and also the 
House of Costacurta, which is the home of Valeria, were 
families that had branched off from the royal family through 
such circumstances. 


Setting the nobles society aside, in the lives of the ordinary 
citizens, they’d normally do the things they ought to do 
quickly when the day got dark and then sleep immediately 
at night; it seemed to be natural for them to do so. If they 
stayed up late at night, it’d use up that much lamp oil or 
candles; in other words, it was to cut down such 
wastefulness. 


The ones who had lit up lights brightly even though it was 
night were nobles and wealthy merchants who could afford 
to do so economically; if not, they were probably bars and 
Inns. 


Therefore, except for the busy streets—although it was 
called the best capital of the continent—the surroundings 
were naturally pitch dark when it became night. 


An express messenger had secretly come to Valeria 
Costacurta’s home from the royal palace at such a time. It 
was because the king had personally summoned her. 


[Keep it a secret from everyone, he says... it was still found 
out by my family no matter what | did] 


Valeria, who had put on a black mantle as if to avoid public 
notice and come out of the mansion, pouted her lips and 
grumbled. Due to Valeria’s father hounding her, asking 
“What kind of business is it exactly?”, and making a fuss 
even though the messenger said [|JCome as soon as possible 
in absolute secrecy...[], she was late in leaving the mansion. 


[When a messenger is dispatched to me in the future, | 
must make sure that it isn’t found out by Chichi-ue...[] 


Valeria held a small lantern up high and made a night 
journey while muttering. 


The Costacurtas’ house was more on the inner part than the 
old town area; in other words, as it was in an area close to 
the royal palace, human presence was almost dwindling at 
this time. The public order wasn’t so bad unlike the 
downtown area, but there were thieves who targeted 
nobles’ mansions sometimes, so she couldn’t be careless. 


Of course, even if such lawless night burglars suddenly 
appeared before her eyes here now, if it was with Valeria’s 
real ability, she could probably defeat her attackers easily. It 
was a piece of cake with one of the magic crests on her 
right hand; it was also easy to char them to the extent that 
they wouldn't die. 


However, setting that sort of matter aside completely, she’d 
be surprised if she really happened to meet a thief, and it 
wasn’t something she could welcome. Not wanting to 
encounter things like thieves if possible was her real 
feelings. 


U—Oip 
DHiwal?q] 


Someone suddenly called out to Valeria from the darkness 
behind her, and she reflexively lit up a light of magic on the 
index finger of her right hand and looked back. 


[Don’t shoot. ...It’ll cause a firef] 


Dimitar, who had similarly put on a black mantle, grabbed 
Valeria’s fingertip that was pointing at him. 


OY, you—w, why are you here?{] 


[You were also summoned by the royal palace, right? A 
mission being given to you means that I'll also be called[] 


Dimitar released Valeria’s hand and snorted lightly. 


HE, even if that’s the case, to have deliberately followed 
behind me secretly, you have a bad personality![] 


[What are you saying? Enough of your excessive self- 
consciousness. For me, not making any sounds of footsteps 
is how | normally walk, and since my destination is the same 
as yours, it’s natural that the route we take will be similar. It 
doesn’t mean that | followed you secretly in particular. ...If 
you hate me walking behind you, I’ll move to the front. You 
can follow after me at leisure[] 


Ah! H, hey—[J 


Valeria hurriedly chased after Dimitar, who had started to 
walk at a quick pace. 


[In the first place, you live in an area closer to the royal 
palace than | do, and yet why are you still at such a place? 
Your movements are so slow every time[] 


HiT, that’s... because | couldn’t use a carriage—[] 
[il didn’t use one either{] 


LY-y... you’re so annoying. | was only late in leaving the 
mansion because Chichi-ue made a fuss about this and 
that![] 


[| see. With that father of yours, it can’t be helped then[{] 


Although she got angry at Dimitar, who had said so and 
smirked, Valeria had no words to retort. After all, it was a 
fact that Valeria’s father was troublesome in various ways. 


Hence, Valeria gave a cough once and changed the subject. 


Hi—By, by the way, having us come to the royal palace in 
absolute secrecy at such a time, what on earth does it 
mean?{] 


[Who knows. —At the very least, it isn’t something decent. 
In any case, we'll probably be ordered to do a mission that 
can’t be spoken very openly{] 


[But the one who summoned us was His Majesty the King, 
right?[] 


[lt was written so in the letter{] 


HA mission, which can’t be spoken openly, given by the king 
=H 


[Even if you think about it here, it’s meaningless. We'll 
know it shortly[] 


Valeria and Dimitar entered the royal palace through the 
side entrance, which was strictly guarded by sentinels, and 
were immediately guided to an office. 


[i— Ou, sorry about this[] 


In the symbolic vast office with a huge tapestry and a round 
table, perhaps because it was late at night or because this 
was an unofficial audience to avoid notice, the light was 
kept to a minimum, and there wasn’t even a single person 
waiting other than the king. 


The king amiably called out to Valeria’s party, who had 
arrived, beckoned the two people to come right beside the 
light and then sat down on the chair. 


[The truth is that I’ve a mission that | want you to undertake 
confidentially[] 


With a friendliness as if he was asking them to run an 
errand, the king began to talk immediately. 


[i—To tell you the truth, that person of mine will be coming 
back soon[] 


[That person of mine...?[] 


Unable to understand what the king was saying, Valeria 
tilted her head to the side and asked a question in return. 


[]...Make a guess. He’s talking about Her Highness the 
Queen] 


Thereupon, Dimitar poked Valeria lightly and whispered so 
into her ear. 


[You don’t understand my roundabout way of speaking, 
huh{] 


“Gahahaha!” The king, who had laughed heartily and 
scratched his head, explained to the two people again. 


[]Do you know that Almudena’s physical condition had 
deteriorated recently and that she had returned to her 
parents’ home?{] 


[Yes[] 


King Jeffren Francesc’s lawful wife, Almudena, was known as 
a compassionate and ladylike beautiful woman. Although 
her lineage was also good as she was the only daughter of 
the influential Duke Bermudez of Gloom, she was a good- 
natured person who never boasted about it; that was the 
town’s public opinion of her. 


However, her body hadn’t been very healthy from birth, and 
she had been returning to her parents’ home for about half 
a year to recuperate. Taking advantage of that, the king had 


been gallivanting around his lovers’ places here and there— 
this probably wasn’t something that should be said here. 


U—That Almudena has recovered completely and will be 
coming back to Roma[] 


[Congratulations on that[] 


Dimitar spoke congratulatory words without a moment’s 
delay. This boy was really astute, or rather perfect, in that 
sort of aspect. Of course, he was doing the right thing, but 
because he was too attentive, she’d, on the contrary, 
appear to be a person who couldn’t be concerned about it; 
Valeria felt irritated a little. 


Seemingly unaware of the mind of such Valeria, the king 
continued. 


[iSo, | want you to go and meet Almudena[] 
[Go to Gloom... to meet Her Highness the Queen?[] 


[That’s right. And then escort her back to Roma. ...However, 
you must conceal your identities[] 


[If it’s about being the guards of Her Highness the Queen, 
we'll gladly undertake it, of course... but why do we have to 
conceal our identities—?[] 


It was a matter of course that a person with a position like 
Almudena’s would be provided with a bodyguard, so that 
was fine. Although Dimitar was slightly bothered by why 
they were chosen for the mission, if he regarded this as the 
king having a high opinion of their real abilities, then he 
could accept it. 


What was incomprehensible was why Valeria’s party had to 
conceal their identities. 


Without changing his expression, Dimitar asked. 


[]...If it’s the guards for the queen, then isn’t it fine to send 
the country’s army or the Crown Prince’s chivalric order?{] 


Ll can’t do that. | don’t want a very flashy return. Or rather, 
| don’t want the people in the towns and villages along the 
route to know about that person returning to the capital[] 


[Travelling incognito... huh] 


Dimitar narrowed his eyes and nodded slightly. For some 
reason, his expression was as if he had understood 
something of his own accord by himself. It was as though he 
was telling her [You're so dull!{], and this caused Valeria to 
feel really irritated again. 


Repressing that slight indignation, Valeria asked. 
LWhy do we have to do such a thing?{] 


In Valeria’s opinion, if the queen had recovered, wasn’t an 
appeal to extensively let the people who had been worrying 
about her physical condition until now know that fact 
necessary instead? 


However, the king just shook his head slowly and didn’t tell 
her the reason for not doing so. 


Instead, the king put two sealed letters and a small pouch 
on the round table. 


[Ui—For now, I’ve written letters of introduction to the queen 
and Father-in-Law-dono. Take these and hurry to the royal 


villa in Gloom. This one is the current travelling expenses[] 
HEh!? H, hurry, you say... right now?[] 
[That's right] 


The king nodded greatly as if that was a matter of course, 
wiped off the composed smile that was really typical of him 
in an instant and spoke in a low voice. 


[...l’ll say this just in case, but if something happens to 
Almudena, you'll pay for it, all right?[] 


QEh...?] 


Before Valeria tried to ask “What do you mean?” in return, 
the king stood up from his chair and clapped the two people 
on the backs. 


Anyway, I’m counting on the both of you[] 

[]... Acknowledged. Please leave everything to us[] 
Dimitar frowned slightly and nodded. 

UHey—?] 

[Well then, we'll depart immediately] 


Dimitar brought his hand to the back and rudely poked 
Valeria, who was on the verge of tears and had hurriedly 
tried to interject, silencing her. Picking up the pouch 
containing the letters and travelling expenses, Dimitar put 
his right hand on his chest and bowed courteously. 


Hey! | still haven’t finished talking though! ?[] 


A dissatisfied Valeria flared up at Dimitar, who had pulled 
her and left the office. 


LHis Majesty is a busy person. Don’t trouble him with your 
pointless question[] 


[It’s not a pointless question![] 


The voice, in which she had shouted so, echoed inside the 
royal palace at night, and Valeria reflexively pulled back her 
head. It’d be problematic if the matter of Dominas 
Costacurta-geika, who was famous in many ways, and her 
exclusive Hiera Glahpicos quarrelling in the royal palace late 
at night became a rumour by some chance. 


Valeria lowered her voice and chased after Dimitar, who was 
walking at a quick pace. 


[iGood grief... is it because he’s an ex-soldier; I’m not sure if 
His Majesty can’t control his strength or what—[] 


Rubbing her back that was tingling painfully, Valeria 
grumbled. 


[You’re really noisy{] 


Dimitar, who similarly should have been clapped on the 
back, looked down at Valeria with a calm gaze. 


Ulf your back hurts so much, I'll examine it for you. Take 
them off. Take off your clothes here right now[] 


OWhat...[ 


[Be quiet if you don’t want to. What does speaking of your 
dissatisfaction towards His Majesty mean; speak after you 
think about it a bit more[] 


HU—-H 


Valeria looked back at the sentinels, who were saluting 
behind, over her shoulder and shut up. If it was His Majesty 
the King, even if Valeria expressed some idle complaints, he 
probably wouldn’t think of it as disrespect or anything and 
get angry over this sort of trifles, but how the surrounding 
people would interpret it was another question. It’d become 
troublesome in many ways if unfounded rumours like 
“discord between the king and the Dominas!” spread. 


Valeria subdued her dissatisfaction and spat out her anger 
quietly. 


[]...Even if that’s the case, I’ve never been to Gloom, you 
know? What about you?[] 


[In reality, I’ve never visited there either, but | went close to 


Templiers Aegis 
it when | was in the Seal Chivalric Order. | also have a map, 
though it’s slightly old. There’s no problem[] 


LYes, that. In fact, why won’t he send the Seal Chivalric 
Order, | wonder?[{] 


If it was the return of Queen Almudena who was loved by 
the citizens, it might be fine to make the Seal Chivalric 
Order dress themselves up and march in a parade. Its leader 
was the Crown Prince, Almudena’s biological son, and in 
reality, she heard that the Seal Chivalric Order also acted as 
the guards when Head Dominas Shakira Babel-geika 
returned home last year. 


Valeria, who had come out to the courtyard inside the royal 
palace where watch fires were burning, murmured with a 
thoughtful look. 


[]...Well, the queen might dislike a flashy parade, but even if 
that’s the case, isn’t it a fact that sending the army to 
escort her and return to the capital while appealing to 
everyone along the route safer?[] 


Why do you think so?[] 


[IThat’s because—hora, if it’s Anmad’s regular army, there’s 
nobody more excellent than them for the roles of guards[] 


Moreover, if they use the army’s mobility, they could send 
notifications beforehand and ensure the safety of the route 
and inns. In the first place, not many people would 
recklessly charge into a large party protected by the army. 
To be shot at when she was leisurely showing her face 
through the window of the carriage and waving her hand— 
unless such a thing happened, one might say that the 
queen’s safety could almost be guaranteed. Valeria was 
thinking, “Isn’t a demonstration to avoid unnecessary 
trouble required sometimes?” 


[]Get the army or the chivalric order to be the queen’s 
guards... even if that’s impossible, if we extensively spread 
the fact that this me is accompanying her, for example, how 
do | say, um... d, deter—[] 


[|Deterrencel[] 


LYes, that! We can prevent attacks from miscreants with 
that thing called “deterrence” [] 


[Don't talk repetitively] 


Dimitar coldly poured cold water on Valeria, who had 
clapped her hands a bit proudly. 


[His Majesty must be aware of the things you’d have 
thought of a long time ago. Moreover, don’t you understand 
that he was intentionally instructing us to do it like this?[] 


Ul, | Know that sort of thing...{] 


Well, | ought to be glad that you unusually have a decent 
thought like that{] 


[It’s none of your business![] 


LIn short, His Majesty is probably thinking about something 
improper[] 


[]...Fue?|] 





Valeria returned a flat response to Dimitar’s way of 
speaking, which was meaningful for some reason. 


[I said it just now too, right? This isn’t a decent mission. In 
fact, it’s a mission where something important is still 
concealed even from us who are dispatched, you know? — 
It’s impossible that it’s decent] 


Dimitar pressed down on the pocket where he had kept the 
letters and curled his lip sarcastically. 


[i—In any case, His Majesty’s order is absolute. Since we 
undertook it, we can’t not do it. We’re departing 
immediately[] 


HEh!? Now!? Are you serious?{] 
HHis Majesty said sof] 
(1B, but what about Bettina?[] 


Ulf we bring such a conspicuous pink along to be the guard 
of Her Highness the Queen, her identity will be exposed 
immediately. We can’t bring her along this time[] 


[But we haven’t even made any preparations—[] 


[We don’t need any preparations. As long as we can procure 
a strong horse, that alone is enough[] 


[But there’s no change of clothes or anything—{] 


[This is a top-secret mission where we must conceal our 
identities, so your Dominas uniform isn’t needed anyway, 
and if you return to your mansion, that father of yours will 
make a great fuss completely, right?[] 


QU...0 


She had certainly forgotten about that. Since they had a 
dispute to that extent when she left the mansion, Valeria’s 
father probably hadn’t slept yet and was awaiting his 
daughter’s return. If she nonchalantly returned at this time, 
she didn’t know when she could leave the mansion the next 
time. 


[If we can meet Her Highness the Queen, we'll let nature 
take its course afterwards. —Until then, we’ll manage with 
this] 


Its contents were probably gold coins; Dimitar spoke 
casually while playing with the pouch, which was making 
jingling sounds, nimbly. 


444 


Almudena’s hometown, Gloom, was at a place where one 
would have to gallop a horse along the highway from 
Ahmad'’s holy city, Roma, for about two days. 


In the surrounding hilly areas of Gloom, which were covered 
with soft grass, pasturage of sheep had been practised 
since a long time ago. One could say that it was a matter of 
course that Gloom’s economy was based on sheep farming 
and then grew. 


—Although she knew things like these as knowledge, if 
Valeria didn’t actually see it, she couldn’t even imagine that 
prosperity. 


The scale of the town itself was much bigger in Roma, of 
course. But here, this entire small and well-arranged town 
was filled with hot air; using a metaphor, it gave an 
impression like Roma’s market was enlarged as it was. 


There were lumps of fluffy wool, textiles that were already 
manufactured and figures of people making transactions 
even though it wasn’t a market on the large and small alleys 
here and there; when Valeria thought so, a shepherd leading 
a flock of sheep, which were just sheared, was parading 
through the main street. Wafting from the shopfront of a 
nearby bar was probably the smell of grilled mutton 
skewers. Drunkards, who had been gulping down tankards 
of ale since daytime with them as a side dish and were 
sitting down hard on the roadside, weren’t just one or two 
either. 


In any case—yes, it was noisy. 


But for Valeria, it was a cheerful and likeable disorder and 
felt similar to liveliness. The figures of people coming and 
going, seemingly busy, under the bright sunlight might be 
indicating that they were generally happy. 


[]...What’s this smell, | wonder?{] 


Valeria, who was looking around at the scene of the town 
she had visited for the first time, frowned at the offensive 
smell that had pushed the smell of mutton being roasted 
aside and wafted here. It was an odour—as if something had 
rotted—that Valeria, who had a good life from the time she 
was born, wasn’t particularly familiar with. 


[It’s probably that] 


Dimitar, who was dressed ordinarily in a plain waistcoat and 
trousers, different from usual, jerked his chin towards the 
top of the roof of a two-storey house facing the road. 


U?0 


Valeria, who had looked up, was also wearing simple cotton 

clothes now. They were travellers who had just come to this 
Gloom from somewhere—they were probably seen so by the 
local people. 


[]...What are those?[] 
[iThey’re probably drying sheep skins[] 


Sheep skins, of which the wool was sheared short, were 
certainly lined up on the roof in the state where they were 
nailed to boards. Due to this weather, decomposition might 
have started already. 


[What does that do? What are they going to do after drying 
the sheep skins?[] 


[| heard that the wool becomes easy to pull out when they 
let the skins dry like that and decompose slightly. They'll 
probably make parchments. Many sheep around here have 
white wool, after all. White parchment is made from sheep 
with white woolf] 


[|Hee—][] 


There were a few villages that had developed the 
technology of papermaking near Roma, and although good- 
quality paper had been produced in large quantities already, 
the demand for parchment was still big. Alongside woollen 
goods, leather products and meat, parchments also seemed 
to be one of the special products of this Gloom. 


[The economy really revolves around sheep in this town, 
huh. ...What are you doing, Dimitar?[] 


When she looked suddenly, Dimitar was pointing at the 
horse they had ridden here and having a long talk with an 


old person, who was sitting on the roadside, for some 
reason. Before long, Dimitar received several silver coins 
from that old person and then handed over the reins of the 
horse in return. 


Eh? Hey, did you sell the horse?[] 


[We don’t need it to sneak into the royal villa anyway. Or 
rather, it’s just a hindrance[] 


In any case, they mustn’t reveal their identities to people 
other than the queen and Duke Bermudez and had to 
infiltrate the party as guards while concealing their 
identities—that was the king’s instruction. Therefore, 
Valeria’s party must first sneak into the royal villa somehow 
and establish contact with the queen or Duke Bermudez 
secretly. 


Putting on the mantle again in order to hide his huge sword, 
Dimitar walked on the gentle stone-paved slope. While 
walking side by side with him, Valeria asked casually. 


[| heard that the royal villa in Gloom is very small, but is 
that true?{] 


[It’s not small or anything; that seems to be it[] 
D—Eh?{] 


Dimitar pointed at a high wall that could be seen in front. 
Rather than a wall, it might be better to call it a rampart 
already. There was even a moat that completely enclosed its 
perimeter. 


[That, you say... eh? Isn’t that a somewhat strictly guarded 
mansion of a rich person or something?[] 


Well, you normally wouldn’t think the royalty’s royal villa is 
at the centre of the town... but it seems that that’s the real 
royal villa in Gloom] 


Glancing at the map he had taken out from his pocket, 
Dimitar smiled thinly. 


U—Though it’s called a royal villa, it seems to be Duke 
Bermudez’s mansion originally. | heard that because of 
additions to the building and reconstruction, it looks like a 
tasteful small palacef] 


[This area was originally Duke Bermudez’s territory, right?[] 


LYes. When His Majesty the King intended to build a royal 
villa for Her Highness the Queen, Her Royal Highness 
seemed to have said that she didn’t want him to do such an 
extravagant thing for her. It seemed that Duke Bermudez 
offered his own mansion because of that, and it became the 
royal villa of today[] 


Perhaps it was because she wasn’t in very good health 
herself, Queen Almudena donated to the poor and built a 
charity hospital in Roma with her personal fortune; she was 
known for her compassionate personality. The episode 
where Almudena refused the construction of a new palace 
that was for herself was indeed typical of her. 


The aforementioned royal villa in Gloom—or rather Duke 
Bermudez’s mansion, seemed to be located approximately 
at the centre of the town. In old fortified cities, the lords’ 
Small castles were often built to become the final defence 
positions in case of emergencies, and perhaps the situation 
was also similar here; the existence of that high rampart 
and moat were indicating that. Despite that, one couldn’t 
feel a sense of intimidation probably because the front 


castle gates were left open and the drawbridge had also 
come down. 


In fact, carts loaded with barrels of wine were getting 
checked by the gatekeepers and going inside the rampart 
normally even now. It seemed to be quite open to the town’s 
citizens. 


[The atmosphere isn’t bad, ...but considering the queen is 
staying here, there’s no air of tension[] 


Dimitar observed the gatekeepers fixedly and murmured. 


[The local conditions and customs here are that carefree, 
right? Perhaps guards aren’t needed?[] 


[Even if Her Highness the Queen and Duke Bermudez say 
that it’s unnecessary, we’re acting on the king’s edict. How 
can we return shamelessly?[] 


Before long, Dimitar, who had been observing the flow of 
people around the royal villa for a while, began to walk 
along the moat. 


[]...Though the gatekeepers don’t have any feelings of 
tension, the eyes of the people of the town are numerous 
here. It’s quite difficult to sneak in without being seen by 
the citizens who are wandering aimlessly around there[] 


[Isn’t it better to wait for the day to get dark?[] 


HAs one would expect, there’d probably be sentries standing 
on the rampart at night. Besides, it’s a waste of time to wait 
until night{] 


Dimitar put his right arm, of which the sleeve was rolled up, 
out from beneath the mantle. Blackish-blue lines were 


already shining dimly on the skin. 
Eh? Don’t tell me you—[] 


[Even if there are a lot of public gazes, it doesn’t mean that 
everyone is standing watch without a break of a moment. In 
Short, it’s fine if no one witness the moment of our 
trespassing[] 


Dimitar ginned, put his arm around Valeria’s waist suddenly, 
kicked the ground and jumped over the moat in one breath. 


Ge 


The acceleration towards an unnatural direction started, and 
the colours in her field of vision changed rapidly. As it was 
too abrupt, it caused Valeria to feel giddy slightly. 


[]...1t seems that we aren’t discovered somehowf[] 


When she suddenly realised it, Valeria was sitting down hard 
in the cool shade of a tree, and Dimitar was straining his 
ears intently right next to her. 


The surroundings were very quiet. With just a wall 
separating them, the hustle and bustle of that lively town 
felt far away. Incidentally, they didn’t hear voices like 
discovering intruders and then making noises either. 


[lf—if you’re going to sneak in, |, | wish you’d say a word to 
me...[] 


[Il didn’t want to miss that moment] 
[Even so... w, well, it’s fine] 


Holding her knees, which were shaking lightly, in her arms, 
Valeria shook her head. 


[]...S0, where’s this place?{] 
[Inside the wood behind the royal villa] 


Taking a breath in the shade of a sorbus commixta, Dimitar 
was watching the state of their surroundings. 


[lf it’s the place that Her Highness the Queen, who is 
recuperating, will usually be at, it’s probably a place that is 
especially quiet even inside the mansion. Besides, | heard 
that the queen likes gardening, or rather growing flowers[] 


After one passed through the wood, there was a pond where 
lotus leaves of various sizes were floating, and its 
circumference was bordered by beautiful flowers. Green 
ivies twined around a small arbour on the side of the pond, 
playing a part in creating a refreshing silhouette. Even if it 
was seen by untrained eyes, it was a tasteful garden that 
was well maintained. 


[Her Highness the Queen most likely touched it up. That 
being the case, she'll come eventually if we wait here[] 


[ln that case, I'll rest a litthe—f 


“Until then.” When she said so, leaned her back against the 
tree trunk and breathed deeply, Dimitar immediately spoke 
in a low voice. 


[She appeared as soon as we talked about her[] 
DEh?q 
Valeria hurriedly knelt and looked towards the pond. 


DAh, you're right...[] 


From the other side of the pond, the figures of several 
people passing under a white arch and coming this way 
could be seen. They were a beautiful woman who had put a 
dressing gown on top of a dress, which looked simple but 
well tailored, and two middle-aged women who looked like 
maids waiting on her. 


Dimitar asked Valeria in a whisper. 


[You should have seen Her Highness the Queen before, 
right?[] 


HUnt 


Valeria, who had been going in and out of the royal palace 
countless times ever since she was chosen as a Dominas 
candidate, had never talked with the queen directly, but she 
had seen her before. The beautiful woman in the dress was 
without doubt Queen Almudena herself. 


[She's the queen. I’m certain of it] 
(il seef] 


As one would expect, they couldn’t hear the voices, in which 
they were talking, when they were this far apart. However, if 
they observed the situation fixedly, they could somehow 
understand what kind of conversational exchange that was. 
The queen who wanted to take care of the flowers by herself 
and the maids who were put in a difficult position because 
they were going to do that sort of thing—it was probably 
because of such a reason that they were scrambling for the 
watering can. 


Before long, the maids were ordered by the queen to do 
something, and then they carried empty buckets and 
returned to the other side of the arch. 


[They were ordered to draw water, huh... if we’re going, it’s 
now{[]| 


DEh?q 


Valeria had no time to confirm that. When Dimitar left the 
shade of the sorbus commixta, he boldly approached the 
queen without any sign that he was afraid of his 
Surroundings in particular. 


fl beg your pardon for disturbing you when you’re relaxing[] 
(jAra?[] 


Queen Almudena, who was watering the flowers humming a 
tune, looked back at Dimitar’s voice and showed a dubious 
expression rather than a surprised one. 


[You’re—[] 


Hl’m called Dimitar Richternach, Your Highness the Queen. 
Presently, I’m working as a Hiera Glaphicos at the 


Prasa Marefikos 


magic academy, but | previously belonged to the Seal 
Chivalric Order under the Crown Prince{[] 


[Richternach... so that means you’re Head Director- 
dono’s?[] 


[The head director is the cousin of my mother{] 


Oh, yes, that’s right. If | remember correctly, | heard about 
it from Issac before. —Then, that person is[] 


Almudena, who had clapped her hands slightly and nodded 
many times, shifted her gaze and looked at Valeria. At the 
same time Valeria walked up to them hurriedly, Dimitar 
added without a moment’s delay. 


[This is Valeria Costacurta-geikal[] 
DAh{] 


If the topic of her was brought up like that, then she couldn’t 
stand around idly indefinitely. Valeria put both hands on her 
chest, bent her knees slightly so that the hem of the skirt 
didn’t spread out and bowed. 


fl, | beg your pardon for showing up in an appearance like 
this, Almudena-sama. I’m Valeria Costacurta[] 


My, my, | heard that someone was chosen as a new 
Dominas in the letter from His Majesty, but you’re really 
lovely! Even a simple appearance suits you well[] 


“Pachi pachi pachi!” Perhaps clapping her hands slightly was 
a habit of hers; Almudena nodded, her eyes sparkling. It 
seemed that the rumour of her kind and friendly personality 
was true. 


U—Ara ara? That’s strange though[] 


Almudena stopped clapping her hands suddenly and tilted 
her head to the side. 


[Why are you in this Gloom? And in that kind of 
appearance; on top of that, you appeared secretly from the 
back of the mansion—{[] 


[Regarding that, this is the letter from His Majesty...[] 


Dimitar knelt down on one knee in front of the queen and 
held out the letter he had taken out from his pocket. 


Really, for His Majesty to send Her Eminence as an express 
messenger from Roma, it’s such a discourteous action...[] 


The face of Almudena, who had unsealed the letter with an 
expression that was cheerful in some way and then opened 
it, immediately changed to a puzzled one. 


[This is... written by His Majesty?[] 
[]...ls something dubious?[] 
[jThat’s because—[] 


With a dubious expression, Almudena held out the letter she 
had been holding to Valera’s party. 


[Pardon mef{] 
They received it nervously and ran their eyes over it quickly. 


In the letter, instructions from the king to Almudena for 
when she returned to Roma was written down in detail. For 
example, to limit the number of people in the party as much 
as possible, to make sure the fact that it was the queen’s 
party wasn’t exposed at all during the journey, and 
regarding the security structure for the journey, to leave it 
to Valeria and Dimitar completely, and so on—. 


Valeria didn’t understand why the king would instruct her to 
do such things. That was probably natural since even 
Almudena, who was his spouse, didn’t understand either. 


However, she was the king’s consort after all. 
[i—Well, it’s fine] 


Almudena, who had a pensive look on her face for just a 
while, immediately showed an attractive gentle smile again 
and clapped her hands. 


LYes, yes. Speaking of easy, this way is easier. This means 
that | can leave everything to you. —Right, Your Eminence, 
Richternach-kyou?[] 


HEr... no, but{] 


Even if she said that she’d leave the party’s security to 
Valeria and Dimitar, it was difficult to conceal the identities 
of two people. In the first place, Valeria didn’t even have the 
slightest idea how they should sneak into the party without 
being suspected. 


Concealing that discomfiture, Valeria made a triumphant 
expression and nodded. 


Regarding that—Di... Richternach-kyou, you'll explain it to 
Her Highness the Queen{[] 


Although it irritated her considerably, if it was Dimitar, he 
probably must be thinking about a way to solve such a 
problem smoothly. When Valeria brought up the subject, 
Dimitar raised his lips slightly. 


[]...First, I’d like you to prepare temporary identities for us[] 
[So that means...?{] 


[For us to join the party without being suspected by the 
people of this royal villa, we’ll need identities that won’t be 
doubted by anyone. ...For example, identities like the 
distant relatives of Your Highness the Queen{] 


[lf that’s the case... that’s it, let’s do it like this] 


Almudena pointed at Valeria and Dimitar in order. 


[JLet’s say that you’re relatives on my mother’s side of the 
family and that you’re accompanying me to wait on me in 
the royal palace. How about that?[] 


[Thank you very much. ...If you can take the opportunity to 
introduce the both of us and say that we’re also serving as 
the party’s guards because we can use magic, it won’t be 
suspicious even if we take charge of this and that[] 


[IThen, it’s decided. —From today, Your Eminence will call 
yourself Valeria Saforcada, and Richternach-kyou will call 
yourself Dimitar Saforcada for the time being, all right? Both 
of you will pretend that you’ve come from the house of my 
great-grandmother on my mother’s side of family, after all] 


Understood. I’m very sorry to trouble you, but could you 
discuss with Duke Bermudez the gist of that as well?[] 


(JOf coursef] 
Almudena then looked back towards the arch briefly. 


[The maids will come back soon. —By the way, how did you 
come in here?{] 


[We climbed over the rampart there and came here[] 


[lf that’s the case, you'll be all right going back as well. — 
Can you come and visit my father from the front gates 
normally in about one hour, | wonder? If you say that you 
come from the House of Saforcada, they’ll let you inf] 


DAcknowledged[] 


Dimitar bowed very deeply to Almudena, and the next 
moment, he carried Valeria under his arm and dashed into 
the wood. It wasn’t something that could be done in a single 


leap. It was an amazing jump that only leg strength 
enhanced by magic could turn into reality. 


Immediately after that, the maids came back, carrying 
buckets filled with water in their arms. If they had been late 
just a bit more, by a hair’s breadth, they’d probably be seen 
by the maids completely. 


They observed the situation for a while in the shade of a 
tree, but there wasn’t any indication that the maids had 
noticed their trespassing. Before long, the queen carried the 
letter from the king concealed inside her dressing gown and 
returned into the mansion. 


[]...| feel that we’ve overcome the first stage for now—[] 


[The mission is to return to Roma. Don’t relax your 
attention{] 


Dimitar, who had reminded Valeria so, was staring into the 
distance fixedly and seemed to be pondering something, 
but even if she asked him what was he thinking about, he 
surely wouldn’t answer. 


444 


While trimming the roses in the greenhouse named “Garden 
of Philosophy”, Crown Prince Jeffren Isaac spoke to his 
subordinates behind him. 


How's... the reorganisation of the aforementioned Second 
Army? Is it making progress?[] 


[It’s not “Second Army”[] 


Lindegaard-kyou cleared his throat and reminded the Crown 
Prince so. 


Sinistra Glauna 


[j—Please call it “Red Left Hand”[] 


Lindegaard, who had answered so, himself was wearing a 
uniform based on deep crimson and dark red. He was in 
marked contrast to Lucius Richternach who was standing 
right next to him in a blue uniform. 


[We've hastened the tailoring of the remaining uniforms, 
mantles and hats, but a bit more time is needed for 
everything to be complete...[] 


[JThat’s because there’s a tacit understanding that 
concerning the equipment of the chivalric order, we'll 
prepare everything as top quality products...[] 


[IThat’s not because of me, you know, Lucius-kun? The one 
who made such a precedent was Jeffren X, my grandfather[] 


Looking back at the young men who could also be called 
both arms of his, Isaac put the secateurs away in the pocket 
of his apron. 


Isaac’s plan to reform the Seal Chivalric Order into a 
polished combat group had already started concretely as 
soon as he returned from the campaign in Heidelauta. The 
members who didn’t know the situation were told that the 
scale would be increased for further activities hereafter; it 
was also announced that the group, which had become 
huge, would consequently be divided into two and be 
managed. 


It was because of Lucius’s idea that these two groups were 


Dextra Blau 
named “Red Left Hand” and “Blue Right Hand” respectively. 
Among these, the nominal group, which had gathered green 
young men from well-to-do families who were unsuitable for 


combat only, was the “Left Hand”, which wore red uniforms 
identical to Lindegaard’s. 


From ancient times, it was a custom in Ahmad’s royal court 
that people of higher statuses would line up on the right 
side, that was to say the left side from the king’s view, of 
the audience room. In other words, Anmad’s nobles 
perceived the left to be more superior than the right. That 
Lucius would concede the left to the group of green young 
men from well-to-do families was because he took the 
feelings of those circumstances into consideration. 


Lindegaard-kyou would unify this group, which would most 
likely be called Left Army, as its vice-leader. The profligate 
sons of the great nobles who would find fault with family 
status would probably obey the instructions of Lindegaard- 
kyou, who was an influential noble, as well. 


On the other hand, capable people, regardless of their 
lineages, were gathered in “Right Hand”, which used the 
traditional blue uniform as it was, and Lucius would lead it 
like he had so far. The left and right vice-leaders stood on 
equal footing under the leader, Isaac, but substantially, one 
could say that they, the Right Army, as a combat group, 
were the Seal Chivalric Order. 


Well, whether their uniforms are complete or not, there’s 
no particular mission for the Left Army yet] 


[It’s very vexing, ...but 1, who, properly speaking, should 
have retired, have now decided to hold the reins on the 
group of green young man from well-to-do families tightly to 
the utmost{[] 


Lindegaard-kyou showed an indescribable wry smile. 


His child would be born shortly, and Lindegaard-kyou, who 
had used that as an opportunity to inherit the headship of 
the family from his father, had already decided to leave the 
chivalric order, but the Crown Prince got him to put it off 
under the condition that until a capable person who could 
command the Left Army was trained instead. The retirement 
of Lindegaard-kyou, who thought highly of Lucius despite 
having influence over the great nobles and also approved of 
Isaac’s reform proposal, was in fact quite a heavy blow. 


Isaac, who had removed his gloves and apron, looked at the 
page in attendance and waved his hand lightly. 


(You, leave here for a while[] 
[Yes[] 


Once the boy left the greenhouse with small, quick steps, 
Isaac sighed greatly and spoke to Lucius. 


Hi—I| want to request a job for the Right Army immediately{] 
[What is it? 


[Can you choose ten skilled members only and go to 
Taroma?[] 


[]... laroma?[] 


Just by hearing the name of the place, Taroma, Lucius had a 
feeling that he understood what the mission was related to, 
but he purposely didn’t ask about the details of the mission 
here. 


[What an adult response, Lucius-kun. —Since the particulars 
of the mission are written here, read it after you arrive at 


the actual location. However, this is a top-secret mission so 
be inconspicuous[] 


[(JUnderstood[] 


Lucius received a sealed letter, on which sealing wax was 
applied, from Isaac and nodded. If Lucius’s conjecture was 
correct, then this probably wouldn’t be a very pleasant 
mission. 


[Is it all right for me to choose the members to take along?[] 


[I don’t mind. —Ah, it might be better to take him along 
though] 


HWho?{] 


DAngel-kun. | must get him to understand what kind of 
group he has joined[] 


Isaac mentioned the name of the newest member in the 
chivalric order and smiled meaningfully. 
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On the day after Dimitar and Valeria went into the royal villa 
with fictitious identities, the queen left Gloom in the early 
morning. Naturally, she wasn’t noticed by the town’s 
residents. It might be several days later that they’d learn of 
the queen’s return to Roma. 


In accordance with the king’s instructions, they limited the 
number of people in the party as much as possible. There 
were only five maids to take personal care of the queen, and 
the rest were about ten men for carrying luggage. Adding 
Dimitar’s party, it was a party of about twenty people in all. 
A decent caravan was much bigger than their household, so 


from an outsider’s perspective, it most likely looked like a 
short trip of a moderately wealthy woman from somewhere. 


U—Surely no one will think this is the queen’s party[] 


Surveying the party, which was taking a short break in the 
shade of the trees along the highway in the tranquil rural 
landscape, Valeria was nodding contentedly for some 
reason. 


[We probably should be careful of thieves at the most... 
though there might not be any either[] 


The blueness of the sky and the whiteness of the flock of 
sheep, which was bleating on the green meadow that could 
be seen in the distance, drew a refreshing contrast. It 
seemed that the young girl, who was ignorant of the ways of 
the world, assumed that bad people wouldn’t appear often 
in such a peaceful place. 


Coming and going on the highway right beside her were 
travellers heading towards Gloom, travellers leaving Gloom 
and merchants—in any case, the traffic was heavy. The ones 
that would do an act like attacking the party here would 
surely be thieves who were very pressed for money. 


[i—Don’t be too far away from the queen{] 


Dimitar whispered into the ear of Valeria, who was breathing 
deeply, and then called out to the party to have them begin 
preparations for departure. 


Dimitar’s party, which had succeeded in establishing 
contact with the queen secretly, pretended to be people 
from the House of Saforcada, which was a distant relative on 
Almudena’s mother’s side of the family, and were 
introduced to the people of the royal villa on that day. 


At the same time, Duke Bermudez announced that the 
queen would return to Roma incognito and that Dimitar’s 
party would take charge of guarding the party. That nobody 
raised any voice of objection to that in particular seemed to 
be because when Almudena returned home to Gloom from 
Roma, people along the route would come gathering no 
matter where they went because they had prepared an 
exaggerated procession and dealing with them had been 
difficult, but most importantly, it was due to a justifiable 
reason, which was to not trouble the convalescent queen. 


At the very least, the people of the party were currently 
following Dimitar’s instructions. Although he thought he’d 
incur their ill feelings because he was young, the status of 
the queen’s distant relative seemed to have exhibited a 
tremendous effect on the ordinary people as expected. 


Dimitar looked into the carriage that the queen and Valeria 
had got on. 


[Queen-sama, may we depart?[] 


Hl’ll leave everything to you. I'll be having a chat with Her 
Eminence, after all] 


[That’s fine, | guess. ...Then, Your Eminence, I'll leave Her 
Highness in your care[] 


(JU, understood{[] 


Perhaps she was trying to match the conversational 
exchange of Dimitar and the queen, Valeria straightened her 
back, put on airs and bowed slightly, which wasn’t like her. If 
her mood was always as calm as this, it’d be easy for 
Dimitar to do his job, but as long as it wasn’t a situation 
where an aristocrat was next to her, he probably couldn’t 
demand that of this girl. 


The wagon that the maids had got on was lined up in the 
front, and the large wagon that was loaded with the male 
labour and luggage was lined up in the rear in a way that 
the queen’s carriage was placed between them; Dimitar 
alone straddled a horse and was watching the whole party 
while moving to the front and rear of it. Realistically 
thinking, for Dimitar to be watchful by himself, a party of 
this extent was the limit. 


Considering the queen’s physical condition, they should 
move as slowly as possible, and sleeping outdoors was out 
of the question. It was better to expect that it’d take five 
days or more to reach Roma. 


Opening a map on horseback, Dimitar bit a jerky. There 
probably wouldn’t be time for Dimitar to eat calmly in the 
future for a while. 


o¢4¢ 
[What's the matter, Your Eminence?{] 
Ahh, no, it’s nothing. | was just in a daze a little...]] 


Valeria came to her senses from Almudena’s voice and 
hurriedly glossed over it on the spot. 


Ara ara, Your Eminence is tired. You’ve completed many 
difficult missions until now, so it can’t be helped[] 


Almudena said so and advised Valeria to lie down. 


HA, absolutely not! How can | do such a discourteous 
action...[] 


[Ara, it’s not discourteous. Your Eminence is one of the only 
three Dominas in our country... if something happens, I’d be 


scolded by His Majestyf[] 


[Like | said, it’s not the case that my physical condition is 
bad in particular...[] 


Like the open atmosphere of the royal villa in Gloom had 
indicated, Almudena was such an open-hearted and friendly 
woman that one couldn’t think she was the queen of a large 
country. Despite that, her words, actions and bearing 
weren’t vulgar; she had accurately grasped the etiquette 
that she should grasp. 


In short, Almudena was proficient in the skill of slipping 
through the wall between people gracefully. 


Since such Almudena and Valeria left Gloom, it had been 
just the two of them inside the small carriage the whole 
time. Although Valeria could leave it to Dimitar to take 
responsibility for guarding the party, keeping Almudena 
company like this was actually mentally tiring as well. In any 
case, Almudena liked to chat. 


Oh, yes, continuing the talk from just now—{] 


Saying so, Almudena returned to her reminiscent talk about 
Isaac’s childhood. Incidentally, Valeria was made to listen to 
the start of her romance with the king before that. 


When Valeria was harbouring the suspicion that she might 
have been dispatched as the queen’s conversation partner, 
Almudena spoke as if she had suddenly thought of 
something. 


[]...Speaking of which, how does Your Eminence feel about 
that Hiera Glaphicos-dono?{] 


DHahi'!?q] 


[Like | said, what sort of relationship do you have with that 
taciturn Hiera Glaphicos-dono? It’s normally impossible that 
the exclusive Hiera Glaphicos of a Dominas is a young man, 
right? Nevertheless, the fact that you have a male Hiera 
Glahpicos like this means that—for example, you’re actually 
blood-related older brother and younger sister?{] 


OT, that’s w—{] 


Well then, are you fiance and fiancee who have sworn your 
futures to each other from when you were very young 
children?{] 


[That’s even more wrong![] 








one. 








Although a young male Hiera Glaphicos being assigned to a 
Dominas was certainly an irregularity, there was no reason 
for Almudena to be suspicious of that. Valeria hurriedly 
began to deny Almudena’s assumption. 


LT, there’s no way that it’s like that! You can say that this is 
a special case—m, my overprotective father requested that 
my Hiera Glaphicos also have the ability as a guard, and as 
a result, it was decided to be Richternach-kyou by process 
of elimination only...{] 


(Ara ara, it’s such an unromantic reason?[] 
[it'll be troubling if it was![] 


Thereupon, the window of the carriage was knocked on, and 
the aforementioned Hiera Glaphicos-dono showed his face 
on the other side of the glass. 


[i—It seems to be a little noisy, but did something happen?[] 


In front of the queen, Dimitar asked with an uncharacteristic 
politeness. He probably wanted to say that her voice was 
loud. 


Hl, it’s nothing![] 


Valeria opened the window and ranted in one breath. She 
then shut the window immediately and even closed the 
curtain. When she thought of Dimitar watching her fixedly, 
though it was to be expected as a matter of course since he 
was the guard, she didn’t feel at ease. 


Valeria lowered her voice and spoke to Almudena. 


[Queen-sama! I’m earnestly saying this, but please keep 
our identities secret no matter what! The ones who know 


are Queen-sama and Duke Bermudez only, that’s His 
Majesty the King’s—[] 


[It’s all right, | understand[] 


Perhaps the way Valeria was flustered was amusing, the 
queen covered her mouth with a feather folding fan and 
smiled nonchalantly. 
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In Ahmad, which possessed a vast territory, untouched 
dense forests still remained here and there. They were dark 
green seas that hid the frightfulness where one might have 
to wander about in darkness like that for several days if 
they carelessly strayed off the highways. 


Taroma was a small island floating in such a sea—a post 
town built on a wide open land in the forest. In order to 
Survive in the forest where threats such as bears, wolves 
and occasionally thieves lurked, people gathered at one 
place; moreover, travellers seeking safe inns would come 
there—such a cycle repeated itself and Taroma developed. 
That Taroma, which didn’t have any special agricultural 
products or special products, would grow into a town, of 
which the scale exceeded a population of three thousand, 
was solely because of the conditions of its location. 


When Lucius’s party, which had been heading towards 
Taroma day and night, came to a place that was half a day 
more to the relay station in Taroma, they veered away from 
the highway slightly and made their horses rest at a quiet 
riverside. 


In the end, Lucius, who had been told by Isaac that the 
selection of members to take along would be left to him, 
brought eight people who seemed to be particularly tight- 


lipped and Angel Saforcada, whose name was mentioned by 
Isaac, along with him and departed. Rather than assessing 
their sword and magic skills and then choosing them, it was 
a personnel selection that took account of their sincerity 
and loyalty to the royal family. It didn’t mean that Isaac said 
something to him, but Lucius thought such things might be 
necessary for the mission this time. 


Lucius, who had checked whether the harness had become 
loose while quenching the thirst in his throat with a leather 
bag of ale, separated from the other members and looked at 
Angel, who was swinging his sword. 


Honestly, it couldn’t be called skilful. The fact that he was 
still unskillful was conspicuous, but setting whether he had 
talent or not aside, it was certain that he was a beginner. 


However, setting the sword aside, he had magic talent. He 
had shown it more than enough during the campaign in 
Heidelauta. 


DAngel-kun{] 
HAh, yes] 


As if slightly surprised, Angel hurriedly kept his sword in the 
scabbard and looked back at Lucius. 


[lt looks like you’re not used to riding a horse, but are you 
all right?{] 


HY, yes, I’m all right. I’m sorry for causing you to worry{[] 


Arranging the forelock sticking to his forehead because of 
the sweat, Angel nodded, looking shy in some way. As long 
as this young man, who had an innocence just like that of a 


girl, didn’t wear this blue uniform, he probably didn’t look 
like a member of the Seal Chivalric Order at all. 


[This is a good opportunity, so | have a few things | want to 
ask you, but is that fine?[] 


What might they be?[] 


[What were you doing before you came to the chivalric 
order? | know that your magic skill is quite something, but 
where on earth did you train it?{] 


Ll... didn’t train it anywhere, | simply practised it 
continuously in my own mansion. | like to study since | was 
a child, after allf] 


It went without saying that unless one was a possessor of a 


Marefikos 
clear head, one couldn’t become a skilful magic warrior. 
However, it wasn’t something that anyone could become if 
they were intelligent either. Even for the large country 
Ahmad, only one in ten people had magic ability; 
furthermore, an environment where they could develop it— 
an environment where they could receive professional 
learning and carve magic crests was necessary. 


Of course, it had been confirmed that Angel wasn’t an 
unregistered magic warrior at the point of time when he was 
recommended to the chivalric order. In the 


Monasteria Marefikos 


branch of the magic academy in Gloom, the record of his 
magic crests being drawn by the Hiera Glaphicos of this 
place accurately remained. 


However, that was why it could also be said that it was 
strange on the contrary. Angel, who had his magic crests 
carved at the branch and took the first step forward as a 
magic warrior, didn’t acquire training there. 


Perhaps sensing that Lucius was harbouring doubts about 
those circumstances, Angel opened his mouth somewhat 
hesitantly. 


My house has fallen quite low during these hundred years 
or so... and it’s my family’s last hope that | succeed in life. 
Hence, my family supported me all together and invited a 
famous magic warrior to the mansion as my private tutor, 
and then I’ve been training diligently since | was seven{] 


Rather than a story heard somewhere, it was a common 
story. In order to rebuild their houses, fallen nobles would 
entrust everything to the excellent children within the 
families; for example, Valeria and Karin were also like that, 
and it was like that for Lucius who supported the House of 
Richternach, which couldn’t be called a great noble at all 
and was just ancient, as well. Such people were also in great 
numbers in the chivalric order. 


In short, Angel was also one of such young people. 


[Even though things may appear this way, the House of 
Saforcada is an ancient lineage that is a distant relative on 
Her Highness the Queen’s mother’s side of family[] 


[That’s... I’m sorry, | didn’t know{] 


LINo, that’s normal. It’s really a fallen house that can no 
longer appear in the high society, after all...[] 


If they didn’t go in and out the high society of Roma, then 
their names wouldn’t be recorded in the directory, which 
was relied upon to confirm the nobles’ identities. Although 
Lucius must memorise the house names of many nobles for 
work, as one would expect, even he couldn’t grasp a house 
name that wasn’t in the directory. 


[That’s the reason why Duke Bermudez recommended you, 
huh... did you come to Roma immediately after the training 
with your private tutor?[] 


LINo, | was in Gloom for the last half a year or sof] 


[1Gloom? So that means you’re Her Highness the Queen’s 
—?0 


LYes. To repay Duke Bermudez and Her Highness the Queen 
for their kindness at least, | took up the position of her 
guard[] 


[Does the Crown Prince... Knows that you were Her 
Highness the Queen’s guard?[] 


Yes. I’ve already talked to him about it[] 


That was to say, he knew but kept it from Lucius. This was 
indeed typical of the mischievous Isaac. But on the other 
hand, he also felt that the Crown Prince was too malicious a 
little. He had no conclusive evidence as he hadn’t read the 
decree yet, but he had a premonition that the mission this 
time would probably be too harsh to have a new member, 
who was still sixteen, accompany them. 


Lucius informed the other members of the end of their rest 
and put his foot on the horse’s stirrup. 


[]...You[] 
[Yes ?[] 


Lucius then spoke in a low voice so that the other people 
couldn’t hear him. 


[Do you know what kind of town Taroma, which we’re 
heading towards after this, is?[] 


[| heard that it’s a large post town...[] 

[ls that all? 

[Yes...?[] 

[It’s fine if you don’t know. I’Il explain when we reach there{[] 


Sending the newcomer, who had guarded the queen in 
Gloom, to Taroma on a top-secret mission this time—if the 
details of the mission were as Lucius had guessed, then it 
might be possible to say that Isaac’s sarcasm had gone a 
little too far. 


¢¢¢ 
H—Oi] 
[|Fua! ?[] 


Valeria, who had shut the window, put out the lights and 
was thinking about getting into bed soon, was surprised that 
Dimitar showed up at the balcony and somehow swallowed 
the scream, which had almost leaked out unconsciously. 


HW, what is it, Dimitar? The queen has already slept, you 
know! ?{] 


Valeria lowered her voice and tried to hide the bed where 
Almudena was sleeping from Dimitar’s gaze while rebuking 
the rude boy. 


Ll came because | thought she had slept already. You’re also 
going to sleep anyway, right?[] 


QU... t, that’s right, but—[] 
[| have something to tell you before that{] 
Dimitar then pointed at the door of the spacious room. 


fi—Secure the bar on the door and come up onto the roof 
through the window. We can’t be too far away from Her 
Highness the Queen, after allf] 


Right after he said that, Dimitar put his foot on the handrail 
of the balcony and jumped lightly. 


[Hey... he’s really self-centred![] 


While getting angry at Dimitar’s arbitrary attitude that 
didn’t allow any objection, Valeria firmly secured the bar on 
the door. As long as one didn’t force their way through, one 
could only go through the window via the balcony to enter 
this room now. In other words, if they stood guard over the 
balcony from the top of the roof, miscreants wouldn’t be 
allowed to break in. 


Valeria checked Almudena’s peaceful sleeping face and 
went out to the balcony. Concentrating her mind on her 
right leg slightly, she created wind magic and soared lightly. 


Their itinerary was already halfway over. Just like they had 
done so far, the party was concealing their identities and 
lodging at the biggest—that is, the cleanest and safest inn 
in town today as well. Valeria was also staying overnight at 
Almudena’s room and guarding her closely as usual. 


However, this was the first time that Dimitar came in the 
middle of the night and called Valeria out. 


When he had climbed onto the gently inclined roof, Dimitar 
sat down and maintained his sword. Although he didn’t have 
the opportunity to pull this out even once during the journey 
towards Roma, he wanted to arrive in the capital like this 
without pulling it out if possible. 


[What is it that you want to talk about?[] 


[The plan for tomorrow. You'll explain it to Her Highness the 
Queen tomorrow morning[] 


fPlan?{] 


[The plan for guarding her. Tomorrow will most likely be the 
critical moment, after all] 


DEh?Q 


His way of speaking was as though something would 
happen tomorrow. Valeria sat down beside Dimitar, lowered 
her voice and asked again. 


[Critical moment, you say... what do you mean?[] 


[IThere’s neither a town nor a village where we can rest on 
the way tomorrow. If we take the speed of the carriage of 
this party into consideration, | reckon that after we leave 
here in the early morning and pass through the highway in 
the dense forest, we'll barely arrive at the next town before 
sunset[] 


[ls there something wrong with that? We’re not sleeping 
outdoors, so it’s fine, isn’t it?[] 


[]...In short, if there’s an attack, then it’ll most likely be in 
the forest during the journey tomorrow. In addition to it 
being dense and easy to have one’s troops hidden there, 


judging from the few stars today, it’ll probably rain 
tomorrow|] 


HEh...? Attack?{] 


Valeria reflexively looked up at the night sky and ruminated 
on Dimitar’s words. 


[Looking at the topography, if the enemy is going to spread 
a net and wait for us, then it can only be this town in front of 
the forest. They probably noticed that we’ve reached here. 
...In other words, there will surely be an attack tomorrow{] 


HHey—Eh? What’s that?[] 


Valeria opened her eyes wide in Surprise and covered her 
mouth. 


It was a fact that the mission this time was entrusted to 
them because guards were necessary in case of lawless 
assailants, but it was her first time hearing that they’d 
surely be attacked. Or rather, his way of speaking just now 
sounded as if he even knew who the assailants were. 


Hey, Dimitar! You know something, right!? Something that | 
don’t know![] 


Ol’ll say this in advance, but everything is His Majesty’s 
idea. Complaining to me about this and that, you’re barking 
up the wrong tree[] 


Making such introductory remarks, Dimitar started to 
narrate. 
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Although Dimitar thought he’d surely be together with 
Valeria since he was summoned, being told that it was a 
top-secret mission, it was just the king alone who was 
waiting for him in the office. 


H—AhN, if it’s the young lady from the House of Costacurta, 
she'll come a bit later[] 


Perhaps he had seen through Dimitar’s slight confusion, 
Jeffren Francesc XI grinned. 


HSummoning just you first is because... well, it’s a topic that 
| don’t want the too innocent girl to hear about{[] 


Setting whether Valeria was someone with a pure and 
innocent image or not aside, Dimitar judged that it seemed 
to be a questionable topic and nodded silently. 


(Almudena will come back soon{] 
HCongratulations[] 


DAh, un. Well, it’s certainly a happy thing that her physical 
condition has recovered[] 


The king, who was reclining on the chair, sighed greatly and 
scratched his head. 


[]...someone might be trying to kill Almudena[] 
HAssassination—is it? Not abduction?[] 


Dimitar narrowed his eyes. If one became the royalty of a 
country, the possibility of someone trying to kill them would 
always follow around them, but speaking of Almudena 
alone, it felt unexpected. 


She was certainly the queen of the large country Ahmad 
without doubt, but she didn’t marry from a foreign country, 
and she continued to observe her position as the wise 
woman that supported her husband, who was the king, 
behind his back and had never interfered with political 
issues. In short, she had no political influence. Therefore, if 
there was something by which Almudena’s existence would 
influence the state of affairs in the continent, it’d probably 
be the situation where she was abducted. 


[It’s assassination. ...1 also have a rough idea of who the 
other party that is trying to kill her is{] 


The king cleared his throat slightly. 


Well, although | said assassination, it hasn’t actually 
commenced yet, and the other party is slightly difficult for 
me to make a move proactively[] 


Just the assassination plan of the queen was quite a serious 
matter, but it seemed that the other party also had some 
special circumstances. Dimitar was curious about the other 
party, whom the king was taking into consideration. 


(jTherefore[] 


The king, who had stood up from the chair, patted Dimitar 
lightly on the shoulder and spoke in a low voice. 


[i—If the number of guards is few when Almudena returns 
here, the other party will probably see it as a good 
opportunity and put the plan into effect. If we can catch the 
perpetrators at that time and make them confess, we can 
catch the mastermind[] 


[Does that mean... Her Highness the Queen will be used as 
a decoy to lure in the mastermind?[] 


[Don’t put it so bluntly. —Well, it’s certainly like that 
though] 


The king smiled slightly, but his eyes weren’t smiling. The 
intelligent brilliance as a schemer was dwelling in that pair 
of eyes. 


[That'll expose Her Highness the Queen to danger though{[] 


[I’m fully aware that this is a selfish matter. However, this 
problem has already become something politically delicate. | 
can’t make the government take action unless there’s a just 
cause, so | have to take some risks for that[{] 


“The one taking those risks isn’t you but the queen.” 
Dimitar interfered so in his mind and nodded greatly. 


If the other party was one that he must catch to the extent 
of deliberately exposing his beloved queen to danger and 
that he couldn’t carelessly meddle with unless he went that 
far to obtain definite evidence, then the number of them 
was quite limited. It must be an internal influential person— 
most likely someone from the great nobles. That the king 
was always speaking in a manner, which was roundabout in 
some way, and not trying to say who the mastermind was 
meant that the other party was one that he had some 
reserve about. However, there was no need for Dimitar to 
know that here and now at least. 


Stroking his chin which had grown full of beard, the king 
spoke with a sigh. 


[i—However, keep this conversation secret from Her 
Eminence-dono for the time being, all right? She probably 


can’t do that sort of subtle communication, right?[] 


[I think that’s the case. She’s also strangely upright, so if 
She learns that Her Highness the Queen will be exposed to 
danger to lure the assassins out, even if it’s Your Majesty, 
she’s liable to flare up at you[] 


[That young girl is not only strong-willed but seems to be 
stubborn too, after all] 


The king, who had shrugged his shoulders and smiled wryly, 
held out a sealed letter to Dimitar. Even his smile, which 
was done for form’s sake, had already disappeared 
completely at that moment. 


Li—lIf the thieves are lured out as per my plan during the 
journey, you must protect Almudena by all means{] 


She'll be unharmed; I'll protect her{] 


[That’s right. I'll decapitate you if you let her get hurt. Since 
| can’t behead a Dominas, I'll have you bear the culpability 
of ineptitude alone] 


DAcknowledged[] 


Those words of the king most likely wasn’t a joke at all; they 
were probably the truth. What he said was very one-sided 
and harsh, but from another perspective, it also meant that 
Dimitar was given a mission which was that important. 
Rather than harbouring ill feeling towards the king, Dimitar 
was even thinking of using the fact that he personally 
received a secret order from the king like this as the first 
step to succeed in life instead. 


[Though protecting Almudena is important, finding out the 
mastermind is an important mission as well. Make the 


thieves confess who ordered them without killing all of 
them. I'll leave the method to you[] 


[JUnderstood[] 


DAfter you’ve identified the mastermind, open the decree | 
gave you just now and follow the instructions inside. Until 
then, don’t read it no matter what, all right?[] 


DAcknowledged[] 


The king pointed towards the solemn door and spoke to 
Dimitar, who had put the sealed letter away in his pocket. 


[lf that’s the case, once you leave the royal palace, come 
here again together with Her Eminence-dono as if nothing 
had happened. Since it has been decided that you’ll depart 
immediately afterwards, prepare a horse in advance as 
welll] 


[Yes[] 


Although the king was demanding in various ways, Dimitar 
understood that the king had judged that he could meet 
those demands, and then he courteously bowed and left the 
office. 
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[(i—That sort of conversational exchange happened before 
you met me by chance? Or rather, perhaps you didn’t 
accidentally meet me there but were waiting for me there 
on purpose ?[] 


Valeria, who had more or less heard the undisclosed 
circumstances between Dimitar and the king which he had 
narrated, furrowed her brow and clenched her fists tightly. 


[In the first place, why wouldn't His Majesty confide such an 
important matter to me? It seems that he didn’t trust me, 
and this hurts my feelings![] 


UHe probably didn’t trust you in reality[] 
LY, you—![] 


[iThen, how about this; if you learn of His Majesty’s real 
intention at that place, will you be able to remain silent 
nevertheless ?[] 


(iT, that’s—{] 


The fact that Dimitar and Valeria concealed their identities 
and served as Almudena’s guards was to make it easy for 
the assassins to make a move on them by purposely 
showing an opportunity and then draw out the mastermind 
—it didn’t seem that Valeria who was told that would be 
able to keep quiet. She’d sympathise with the queen who 
was used as a decoy and start to scream and then make a 
fuss, saying “If you know that there will be an attack, then 
you should assign proper guards.” 


He didn’t intend to praise her in particular, but Valeria had 
that sort of kindness and a troublesome sense of justice, 
which would rear its head sometimes. It was right to keep 
the truth secret until this moment today. 


Dimitar kept Jagielka, of which the sword blade he had 
finished polishing, in the scabbard and spoke indifferently. 


[]...Listen, all right? Humans, no matter who, have ill will and 
self-interest. Of course, they might also have good will, but 
when many people gather and engage in politics, there’s 
seldom any turn for pure good will. If all of the people 
governing our country are upright, clean-handed and have 


neither ill will nor self-interest, then Anmad would have 
been invaded by other countries and perished a long time 
ago. Though these words are hackneyed, politics will 
accomplish nothing with just whitewashing[] 


(JEven so—[] 


[We just have to guard Her Highness the Queen properly. ... 
Or do you not have any confidence in yourself?[] 


HiT, there’s no problem! However, this is unrelated to how 
politics are; if it’s absolutely necessary to do so, then | will, 
and I’m going to say a few words to the queen too...[] 


And pointlessly make her become frightened?[] 


QU...0 


[Not everything can be told foolishly honestly. ...More 
importantly, it’s no good to be away from Her Highness the 
Queen’s side for too long. You should return to the room 
soon. We’re leaving early tomorrow[] 


[]...Un{] 


Valeria looked as if she still had something to say, but it 
must be a useless complaint anyway. Dimitar, who had 
made Valeria understand with the atmosphere that he didn’t 
intend to talk any further and sent her away to her room, 
looked up at the night sky which had few stars and frowned 
at the moist wind. 


[It doesn’t look like it’s going to end with a scanty rainfall 
either...[] 
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It rained from morning the next day as expected. 


Early morning—although one might say so, because of the 
earliness to accommodate the queen, a few hours had 
already passed since they departed from the inn at the time 
when the sun would have risen long ago if it was a clear sky. 
In any case, the top priority was to arrive at the next town 
by sunset today, and the plan was to solely advance forward 
without taking short breaks frequently like they had during 
the journey so far, but the ground which was muddy 
because of the rain was hampering the horses’ steps. In 
reality, even though noon had just passed, delays were 
starting to occur in the plan already. 


The visibility was extremely poor due to the pouring rain 
and the cloudy sky blocking the sunlight. Dimitar, who was 
sitting on the driver’s seat of the queen’s carriage and 
grasping the reins, lowered the hood of the fur mantle with 
high heat-retaining property, looked up overhead and let out 
a white sigh slightly. 


At that moment, high-pitched neighs of horses reverberated 
as if to pierce the sound of rainfall, which was sticking to his 
ears and wouldn't go away. 


U0 


Hearing that, the first wagon which the maids had got on 
stopped. The excited horses might not be listening to what 
the driver was saying. The front blocked, the queen’s 
Carriage and the wagon with the menservants which had 
come from the rear also naturally stopped. 


[]...Good grief[] 


Dimitar stroked his nape lightly and stood up. 


Before long, several men and horses pushed the darkness 
aside and came from the path of the highway, which 
meandered inside the forest. The violent neighs just now 
probably belonged to these horseback riders. When Dimitar 
looked back, several horseback riders were also kicking up 
mud and approaching from the rear of the party as 
expected. 


Noticing that there were swords, which were reflecting dim 
light and shining dully, in the hands of the horseback men, 
Dimitar hit the roof of the carriage with a bang and shouted. 


[It’s thieves! The women should run away! The men should 
surround the carriage at the centre! Protect Her Highness![] 


At that one voice, middle-aged women, who had put on 
plain mantles, rushed out from inside the first wagon with a 
force that they literally fell over and ran into the forest while 
screaming. Subsequently, the men who had jumped down 
from the third wagon, far from protecting the queen’s 
Carriage, also followed the maids and ran into the very dim 
light. 


[]...AS one would expect, they’re excellent] 


Dimitar followed the attendants who had fled in the 
twinkling of an eye with his eyes, carried the petite maid, 
who similarly had been sitting on the driver’s seat side by 
side with him, under his arm and jumped in one breath. 


[FiNow then—{[] 


Dimitar, who had jumped up onto the branch of a tall tree, 
looked down at the men who had suddenly appeared from 
the front and rear of the party jumping down from their 
horses and then surrounding the carriage at the centre 


without paying any attention to the attendants that had run 
away. 


[]!? That man there, come down!{] 


One of the thieves looked up at Dimitar and shouted, but 
Dimitar ignored him. He understood that unless they had leg 
strength enhanced by magic, they couldn’t come up here no 
matter what they said. 


[Leave the attendants alone![] 
Another thief shouted in a low voice. 
H—More importantly, kill the queen first![] 


With an unreserved thirst for blood, the thieves put their 
hands on the door of the carriage. 


The next moment, several men were blown off at the same 
time the door opened. 


LGya—[] 
[1Gu, ah...f 


Both men who had fallen over had large burns in the middle 
of their chests and were groaning in anguish in the mud. 
The other thieves who had been staring at that in 
astonishment raised their faces with a start at the faint 
creaking of the carriage. 


[]...You’re those assassins, huh{] 


Valeria, who had lightly blown her index finger which stood 
upright and descended from the carriage calmly, put her 
hands on her waist and surveyed left and right. 


What... w, where’s the queen! ?[] 
[Just the guard—?[] 


[Though | feel slightly awkward saying such a thing in front 
of the queen—[] 


Valeria narrowed her eyes, and a deep crimson magic crest 
emerged on the back of her right hand. 


[You're too insolent! Who do you think | am!?{] 


When Valeria swung her right arm once, a veil of brilliant 
flame spread out between the thieves and her. 


[|Uoah!?]] 
(So hot![] 
Scorched by the explosive flame, the thieves retreated. 


Dimitar, who had been watching that from a high place, 
gently put the mantle, which he had put on, on the maid 
beside him. 


LIl’m sorry, Your Highness the Queen. Can you wait here a 
little longer?[] 


[It’s fine if | wait here, right? Or rather, the height here isn’t 
one that | can go down by myself at all though...]] 


The one who had lowered her hood and smiled at Dimitar 
was none other than Queen Almudena. Dimitar, who had 
predicted that there would be an attack in this forest today, 
made Almudena wear the clothing of an attendant from the 
time they departed from the inn, and he not only put a 
mantle on her so that her face couldn’t be seen but also 
placed her right next to him. 


Moreover, all the attendants fleeing was also something 
prearranged from the beginning so that it wouldn’t cause 
casualties. Dimitar shouting to protect the carriage at the 
centre was just a cheap trick to direct the thieves’ attention 
there. 


When would the attack happen—putting it the other way 
around, in what kind of situation would they surely attack; if 
he could guess that, then it wasn’t difficult to repel them. It 
could be said that the success of this plan was almost 
assured when the king decided to use the queen as a decoy. 


Dimitar made the queen cling on to the trunk of the tree 
and whispered. 


[Please don’t move carelessly and fall down—I’ll deal with 
them immediately[] 


LYes, please do, Richternach-kyou[] 
[The queen is over there! Prepare the bows and arrows![] 


The thieves, who had finally realised that the queen was up 
on a tree, took out their bows and arrows, but Dimitar had 
already jumped down from the top of the tree branch. 


[UThough I’m underhanded, you slacked off towards the end, 
or rather the problem is from before you’re cornered. You’re 


too sloppy[] 


Dimitar, who had come down at a terrific soeed, swung 
Jagielka which was kept in the scabbard as it was and struck 
the thief, who was trying to notch an arrow to the bowstring, 
with a side blow. 


(|Bubo![] 


Although it wasn’t a drawn sword, the content of the sturdy 
scabbard was a huge sword that could be called a mass of 
steel. If one was hit on the side of the face by this 
dangerous weapon which was even heavier than an 
incomplete blunt weapon, there was no way other than to 
become unconscious in one blow. 


Dimitar took a step forward with great force without a 
moment’s delay, thrust the hilt of his sword at another thief 
in the solar plexus once and made him faint in agony. He 
then looked at Valeria over his shoulder and spoke. 


We're in front of Her Highness the Queen, don’t spill any 
blood![] 


Hl’m doing so![] 
HAlso, | don’t think | have to worry, but don’t kill them![] 
fl know that too![] 


Valeria brushed up her hair, which had got wet in the rain, 


Blast 


and swung both hands, shooting “Fire Bullet” successively. 
[}Gu![] 
[1Gaha!?{] 


The thieves surrounded Valeria and tried to slash at her 
from every direction, but their swords couldn’t even get into 
reaching distance, and they were blown away one after 
another. For Valeria who possessed extraordinary magic 
power, if it was a magic arrow of which its power was 
controlled to this degree, she probably wouldn’t get out of 
breath shooting several tens of it in succession. At the point 
of time when there wasn’t a single magic warrior mixed in 


with the thieves, it was clear that things would become like 
this. 


Even if fully-armed heavy knights charged at her in 
hundreds, she could cut them down calmly—that was the 
power of a Dominas. 


444 


The fight ended shortly. Or rather, it couldn’t even be called 
a fight. From the viewpoint of Valeria, it was more fitting to 
say that she exterminated them. 


She had undoubtedly exterminated those disrespectful 
fellows; that was the reality. 


Roughly surveying the thieves who were covered with mud 
and groaning, Valeria put on a mantle. Although she had got 
quite wet in a short time, perhaps because she was 
mentally uplifted, she didn’t feel the coldness. 


Almudena got Dimitar’s help and came down there. 


[Ara ara, though | know this as a knowledge... the power of 
a Dominas is amazing[] 


Almudena, who was lowered onto the driver’s seat of the 
carriage for the time being, was opening her eyes wide in 
Surprise, as if she was feeling admiration, while clapping her 
hands a little. Perhaps it was because she was trying to 
maintain her dignity as the queen of a country or because 
that was her character by nature that she didn’t become 
very frightened by the thieves’ attack. Considering the way 
the queen’s eyes sparkled when Dimitar began to say 
[Please pretend to be a maid and sit on the driver’s seat 
todayf[], it probably must be due to her character. Almudena, 
who naturally looked as though she had nothing at all to do 


with what was going on, also seemed to be unequalled in 
having nerves of steel. 


When Dimitar whistled through his fingers, the attendants 
who were hiding in the forest came back timidly at the 
Signal of it. 


[Bind these guys up and tie them to the trunk of a tree 
around there. —And then, I’d like someone to gallop a horse, 
go to the next town and tell the other side to send soldiers 
for guarding Her Highness the Queen as soon as possible[] 


DEh?q 


At Dimitar’s instructions, the men opened their eyes wide in 
Surprise. They were probably wondering whether it was fine 
to expose that here even though they had decided to 
conceal the identity of the queen’s party as it was until this 
journey ended. 


Dimitar caught a horse the thieves had ridden and looked at 
Valeria, seemingly languid. 


[]Don’t worry. Costacurta-geika will take responsibility for it[] 
iC, Costacurta-geika?[] 


Not only the men’s but even the gazes of the maids 
gathering beside the queen converged on Valeria 
simultaneously. Valeria, who had attracted attention 
suddenly, looked back at Almudena as if she was troubled. 


[IDo as those two people say{[] 


Almudena told them in a quiet voice. 


[i—Those people are Valeria Costacurta-geika, who was 
inaugurated as a Dominas not long ago, and her exclusive 
Hiera Glaphicos, Dimitar Richternach-kyou. They’re trying 
hard to guard mef[] 


The attendants, who had heard the identities of the two 
people from the queen’s mouth, hurriedly bowed deeply and 
started to move according to Dimitar’s instructions. 


[]...1 don’t think there’s any fellow who can move properly, 
but tie them securely to prepare for the worst] 


Dimitar, who had added so, forcibly dragged one thief with 
relatively light injury deep into the forest. 


Hey, Dimitar? Where do you intend to go?[] 


[It’s nothing, I'll return immediately. —You go and prepare a 
new mantle for Her Highness the Queen{[] 


DAh... t, that’s right[] 


Although she was wearing two pieces of mantles, even 
Dimitar’s, in layers, Almudena had also got quite wet 
because of this rain. Even though it was impossible to 
change her dress, her body would get chilly and she might 
catch a cold if she didn’t at least dry her hair and change 
her mantle. 


[Queen-sama, please] 


When Valeria let Almudena into the carriage, she helped her 
remove the mantles, which had become soaking wet and 
heavy, and made a small fire in both hands which she had 
opened softly. 


[i—I noticed this just now, but[] 


While warming herself with Valeria’s flame, Almudena 
murmured. 


DAs expected, the relationship between Your Eminence and 
Richternach-kyou isn’t normall] 


HEh!? I, isn’t normal, you say—[] 


[]That’s because the people allowed to use that sort of rude 
language towards you in this country are Head Dominas 
Babel-geika or His Majesty, isn’t it? Of course, Babel-geika 
isn’t such a person though[] 


Almudena, who had added so, stared at Valeria with 
upturned eyes. 


[]...As expected, the two of you have a special—[] 
HY, you're mistaken![] 


The strange topic was brought up again, and Valeria was 
flustered. 


LT, that man’s language is rude is simply because he’s 
impolite! He’s superficially polite but actually rude, o, or 
perhaps | should say that he has no respect for me... he’s 
always making light of me and acting in that sort of insolent 
attitude like he’s looking down on me from above towards 
me!]] 


[jBut Your Eminence tolerates that, right? This means that to 
Your Eminence, Richternach-kyou is a special person who is 
allowed to behave like that, right? Besides, Your Eminence 
calls him by his name as wellf] 


OT, that’s—{] 


Feeling that she was told something very fundamental, 
Valeria was at a loss for words in an instant. 


Why did Valeria tolerate Dimitar, who had been extremely 
insolent and had been speaking in a way that looked down 
on her from the time they met at the beginning? 


When the air temperature inside the carriage had risen 
moderately, Valeria extinguished the magic flame and 
started to narrate as if she was reconfirming her own 
thoughts. 


[]...When we met at the beginning, | was bitterly told of my 
naivety and the part of me that was ignorant of the ways of 
the world by him. | think if it was another Hiera Glahicos, 
they probably wouldn’t do that sort of thing. At the same 
time, | was also made to realise that Dimitar was a very 
capable person. Um... it’s very frustrating, and | don’t want 
to admit, but I’m inferior to him, or rather—[] 


However, if she made a direct appeal to Orvieto in sucha 
situation, saying [Please dismiss this man since his 
language and attitude irritate mef{], it’d be as if she was 
admitting complete defeat. It felt as if she was dismissing 
Dimitar in retaliation for not being able to win against him 
no matter how, and it might be because of that that she 
couldn’t make up her mind—that was how she thought now. 


[| certainly get angry with him, but when | observe him, he 
takes a respectable attitude towards people he 
acknowledged. It’s probably because I’m not at that sort of 
level yet that he won’t show such an attitude towards me—[] 


[]...Your Eminence wants Richternach-kyou to acknowledge 
you, right?[] 


fYes. And then | can dismiss him after that{] 


Valeria, who could finally smile from the bottom of her 
heart, combed Almudena’s hair, put a dry, new mantle on 
her and then got out of the carriage again. 


Exactly at that moment, she saw Dimitar coming back from 
deep inside the forest. However, there wasn’t any figure of 
the thief who should have been taken away just now. 


Dimitar! Where's the thief from just now?[] 
HHe’s no longer of any use[] 
Eh! ?q 


[I’m saying that he’s no longer of any use after I’ve made 
him confess the things he should confess. ...There’s no way 
that | can drag a thief covered with blood to the front of Her 
Highness the Queen, right?[] 


LT, that means that you, torture him...?[] 


[| only spared his life in consideration of Her Highness the 
Queen. He probably can’t move for a while. —Oi, there’s 
another thief deep inside the forest, so give perfunctory 
treatment to him afterwards and then tie him up similarly[] 


Dimitar ordered the attendants who had free time, and then 
he frowned at the rain, which continued to fall without 
knowing when to give up, and passed a letter to Valeria. 


[]...What’s this?]] 


[It’s the decree | was entrusted with by His Majesty the King 
before you came. —I was told to open it after I’ve caught 
the thieves and made them confess the name of the 
mastermind[] 


Eh? | can read it? That means that you know who the 
mastermind is?{] 


Yes. ...L have to explain to Her Highness the Queen too. 
That seems to be the most troublesome matter[] 


Dimitar placed his hand on the nape of his neck and sighed. 
¢¢4¢ 


Valeria and Almudena were sitting side by side in the 
Carriage and reading the decree, which the king had 
entrusted to Dimitar. 


The force of the rain had weakened considerably, a sign that 
it'd seem to stop by sunset, but instead of the sound of 
rainfall, the sound of pen running on paper was dominating 
the surroundings now. Since a short while ago, Dimitar had 
been writing some kind of letter without saying anything. 


Raising her face from the decree, Valeria broke the heavy 
silence. 


[]...lf the mastermind of this matter is Countess Dryton, 
promptly inform the Seal Chivalric Order waiting in Taroma 
so, it says—what does it mean?{] 


[lt means just like that. That’s why I’m writing a letter to the 
chivalric order like this{] 


[That means that... the mastermind of the matter this time 
is her, right?[] 


Almudena asked Dimitar with an expression that was 
unusually gloomy. 


[That’s right, Your Highness the Queen{] 
Dimitar stopped the pen for a short while and nodded. 


[The thief has confessed. He said that Countess Purna 
Dryton hired them with moneyf{] 


(jl see...[] 


Fidgeting with her hands which were joined together in front 
of her chest, Almudena continued. 


[]...Is there anything that can be done? In any case, I’m safe 
and sound like this, after all—{] 


[This is the order of His Majesty[] 
Dimitar shook his head slowly. 


[If people who committed high treason are acquitted, we 
won't be able to get people from the lower classes to 
observe the law. Moreover, the people around Your Highness 
the Queen also had a dangerous experience because of the 
matter this time. Though it consequently ended without 
claiming a single victim, if we had make one wrong move, 
harm might even befall the attendants outside. Shouldn’t 
the criminal be judged for the sake of them as well?[] 


[]That’s—yes, yes, that’s right. It’s as you sayf[] 


Almudena put her hand on her chest and breathed deeply 
over again. She was probably trying to suppress the shock, 
which wasn’t small, somehow. 


Dimitar put the letter he had just finished writing in an 
envelope and got off the carriage. 


[i—Deliver this as well while you’re at it. You can get the 
people of the garrison to dispatch an express messenger to 
Taroma. They'll understand the details if they read this] 


Dimitar entrusted the letter to the attendant who was about 
to head for the next town and then looked back at 
Almudena, who was inside the carriage. 


[Please wait like this for a while. The soldiers for receiving 
you will arrive shortly, and the rain will probably stop as 
welll] 


[Yes[] 


Almudena nodded slightly and closed the door of the 
Carriage, seemingly despondent in some way. 


U—Heyl] 

Pulling the hood over her head, Valeria stood beside Dimitar. 
[Who's that countess?[] 

Huh? 


[iLike | said, who’s Countess Dryton? That person is the 
mastermind of the assassination plot this time, right?[] 


[]...Well, she’s a woman who is much more flamboyant than 
you, who rose from a poor noble to a Dominas, and has 
achieved success in a life full of ups and downs[] 


“However—,” added Dimitar with a sigh. 
She overdid itl] 
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The town of Taroma was developed on a wide open land 
inside a forest. Therefore, the outskirts were practically 
adjacent to a forest that was already dense. 


As a land to escape the looks of gossipy, curious onlookers 
and live in seclusion, it probably wasn’t bad. Taroma was 
Originally a town that travellers going through the forest 
would stop at just to rest, and when it came to the outskirts, 
they were even more deserted. 


In that sense—for Lucius’s party tonight—it was a location 
where it was easy to do their work. 


After Lucius’s party, who had secretly slipped out of their inn 
in Taroma late at night, put on black mantles that seemed to 
Slip into the darkness and dismounted their horses beside a 
lake, they came here on foot. 


Witzel-kyou and Burdisso-kyou have suppressed the front 
and rear of the mansion, huh...{] 


Murmuring so, Lucius stood up. 


Lucius’s party were on top of the roof of a certain mansion 
by the side of the small lake on the outskirts of Taroma. The 
fact that there was no noisiness inside the mansion at all 
probably meant that no one had noticed that intruders were 
here yet. 


However, that might also be natural. If it was Lucius and the 
members who had abilities he acknowledged, it was simple 
to break in without being noticed by the inhabitants of the 
mansion. 


Lucius spoke to Angel and the other members in a low 
voice. 


(j—We’ll rush inside the mansion after this. The maids, 
menservants, guards, et cetera, even if we add all of them 
up, there should be less than thirty people, but 
fundamentally, everyone is a non-combatant. They probably 
won't be a hindrance to us. Don’t hurt them as much as 
possible, and if they try to flee, it doesn’t matter even if you 
let them escape[] 


ls that all right? 


[lt doesn’t matter. Our objective is just one person—the 
master of the mansion, Countess Purna Dryton only. She’s 
most likely still awake[] 


At the stage of coming here, they had confirmed that the 
lamps in the living room of the mansion were lit. And then, 
they had also grasped the fact that the master of this place 
liked to drink sake throughout the night there with the 
information from a leading source. 


The mission of Lucius’s party which had been kept secret 
until they arrived at this town—it was the arrest of Purna 
Dryton. 


[Vice-Leader-donof[] 
Angel secretly asked Lucius. 


[I’m a person from the country who is ignorant of the ways 
of the world, so | don’t fully understand—but that woman 
called Countess Dryton, what kind of person is she exactly, 
and what crime did she commit that she have to be 
apprehended?[] 


[Purna Dryton is a mistress of His Majesty the King[] 


Bias 


Looking down at Angel who had gasped in surprise, Lucius 
smiled wryly. 


When Countess Dryton, who had visited Roma last year, 
came to greet Isaac, Lucius was also present. He still 
remembered that he was told by Isaac afterwards that that 
person was the king’s newest mistress and thought “I see”. 
She had a thorough knowledge of how to use her beauty 
and was voluptuous; furthermore, she was an ambitious 
beautiful woman. 


[Once | knew that the destination was Taroma, | vaguely 
understood that the mission was related to the countess... | 
see, you didn’t know, huh{] 


LYes. ...Then, why does His Majesty want to apprehend that 
woman—?[] 


[She has committed high treason trying to assassinate Her 
Highness the Queen[] 


He could tell that Angel had gasped again. To the citizens of 
Ahmad, Queen Almudena who was brimming over with 
kindness was exactly an existence that could be called the 
empress. It might be natural to be surprised to hear about 
her assassination. Not to mention, there was a past where 
Angel served as Almudena’s guard, so he must be even 
more surprised. 


[The thief who had attacked Almudena-sama has confessed 
everything. Our mission is to secretly apprehend Purna 
Dryton and send her under escort to Roma{[] 


Softly touching the letter from his childhood friend that he 
had just received one hour ago inside his pocket, Lucius 
continued indifferently. 


[]...lf you’re reluctant to do it, | don’t mind even if you stand 
guard over the rear of the mansion together with Witzel- 
kyou, you know[] 


LINo, Ill go as welll] 
[ls that so? —If that’s the case, let’s begin{] 


When Lucius calmly walked on the inclined roof to the edge 
of the eaves, he threw off the black mantle and jumped 
down to the balcony below his eyes. Angel and the others 
also followed him immediately. 


[JI—Excuse me[] 


Lucius made half a rotation on the handrail of the balcony, 
turning towards the window. He then pulled out the sword 
from his waist immediately, broke the window by kicking it 
and rushed inside. 


OU 


On the sofa placed at the centre of the wide living room, a 
beautiful woman wearing a dress looked at Lucius and froze 
in place. Her glossy, light-brown skin matched the pure 
white silk well. Compared to her own beauty, the countless 
rings adorning her fingers and the gold chain adorning her 
chest were nothing more than simple supplements. 


It was probably because the visit was completely 
unexpected that the woman was Staring at Lucius with her 
eyes wide open while lying sprawled on the sofa slovenly 
and holding a wine glass with one hand. 


UKya—![] 


A maid who had carried a bottle of wine and came into the 
living room let out a high-pitched scream. It could be said 
that this was more proper for a reaction when witnessing 
men holding drawn swords breaking in through the window. 


Lucius’s party left the maid, who had dropped the bottle and 
ran away, alone and surrounded the beautiful woman on the 
sofa. 


HY, you’re—[] 


The woman, who had worn a dress of lascivious design, sat 
up straight and surveyed Lucius’s party. Although her voice 
was trembling, the blue pupils of her almond-shaped eyes 
were glaring at Lucius, hiding a brilliance that seemed to be 
challenging him. 





[Madam-sama! Ma—!?{] 


Perhaps they had heard the scream of the maid from just 
now, several menservants rushed into the living room, but 
as soon as they saw the swords that the members had 
pointed at them, they shut up and stood stock still. 


[]...We’re the people of the Seal Chivalric Order who have 
received a royal decree and come from Roma. We don’t 
have any intention of harming the people who work in the 
mansion{] 


[The Seal, Chivalric Order...!]] 
The beautiful woman’s expression stiffened even more. 
[Countess Dryton... right?[] 


Lucius turned towards the beautiful woman and asked so. 
Although there was no clear reply to that, it was certain that 
this beautiful woman was the countess. 


[Why did we come here... you understand, right?[] 
[]...1, | don’t know!]] 


Countess Purna Dryton aimed the knife used for cheese, 
which was there, at Lucius and threw it at him, screaming in 
a loud voice. 


[Even if you’re the chivalric order under the direct control of 
the Crown Prince, aren’t you too rude!? This place is my 
mansion, which was bestowed on me by His Majesty the 
King! Moreover, I’m His Majesty’s—[] 


HHis Majesty’s affection only remains valid on the premise 
that your conduct is discreet, Countess[] 


Lucius, who had easily dodged the knife, roughly interrupted 
the words of Purna, who seemed to be trembling. 


[| Know what kind of “value” you have to His Majesty. ... 
However, far from being grateful for that fact, you forgot to 
mind your position and planned to kill Her Highness the 
Queen] 


10, on what basis are you saying such things!? Where’s the 
evidence—[] 


[You've been drinking in celebration early, thinking the 
news that the assassination of Her Highness the Queen had 
succeeded will come, right? However, that seems to be too 
hasty a little[] 


Looking down at the empty bottle of wine which was lying 
around on the table, Lucius spoke. 


[You understood once we came here, right? The news you 
wish for won’t arrive no matter how long you wait. Your plan 
has ended in failure. Her Highness the Queen is alive and 
well without a single scratch] 


n...! 


[The thief who had attacked Her Highness has confessed 
completely. He said that they tried to kill Her Highness the 
Queen at your request[] 


LY... y, you’re wrong! I, such a thing—[] 


Colour was disappearing from the face of Purna, who had 
Shaken her head. Her sensual lips were trembling slightly, 
and her voice was trembling even more. That confident 
expression of hers, which he had seen in Roma before and 


seemed to look down on even the Crown Prince, was 
nowhere to be found any more. 


Llf you want to vindicate yourself, please do so in front of 
His Majesty. Regarding this matter, His Majesty wishes for a 
fair judgement. It’s because he thought about Countess’s 
reputation that he deliberately dispatched the Crown 
Prince’s Seal Chivalric Order in absolute secrecy and not the 
national armed forces[] 


If the army was mobilised, the story would become 
exaggerated, and the matter of the countess plotting the 
assassination of the queen would spread in one breath. 
Whether she was innocent or not, the king surely didn’t wish 
for her to be exposed to such strange looks; Lucius was 
thinking so. 


LNow then, please stand, Countess[] 


While hoping that she’d obediently comply with what he 
said like this at least, Lucius urged Purna to do so. 


aeeca 


Purna, who had been looking downwards fixedly and biting 
her lip, removed the large ruby from the ring she had put on 
her middle finger and held her hand over the wine glass, 
which still had about half of its contents remaining. 


fi! Don’t tell me—[] 


White, fine powder spilled over and fell from the base of the 
ring with a rustling sound, dissolving into the red wine. 
Angel, who had witnessed that, extended his arm instantly 
and tried to snatch the glass away from Purna, but Lucius 
obstructed him. 


[JVice-Leader-dono!?/] 


Looking back at Lucius who was holding his shoulder with a 
strong force, Angel opened his eyes wide. 


[Don’t interfere] 


Lucius murmured and simply watched Purna’s way of doing 
things. 


Gu...!f] 


Purna, who had gulped down the wine, which the fine 
powder had dissolved into, in one breath, immediately 
clutched her throat and showed an expression of agony. 


HAs expected, she took poison—{[] 
[It’s fine with this] 


Looking down at the beautiful woman who had tried to take 
poison personally and commit suicide, Lucius repeated, 
though he wasn’t saying it to Angel. 


[It’s fine with this. It might be a mercy to let her choose 
how to come to an end at least[] 


[JVice-Leader-dono...[] 


[lf it was a false accusation that she completely knew 
nothing about, she wouldn’t have committed suicide in the 
first place. To have prepared even poison so that she could 
die any time like this meant that she was the mastermind 
after allfj 


If one killed a royalty of Ahmad, it’d in all probability be a 
Capital crime. Whether it was a failed attempt ora 
perpetrated crime, it’d hardly be taken into consideration. 


And in many cases, they’d be beheaded in front of the 
populace of Roma. From the beginning, Purna most likely 
had the resolution to commit suicide if this plan failed. 


= 
A thin line of blood spilled from Purna’s lips, and she 
collapsed on the carpet. 


(IM, Madam-sama—f[] 


The menservants called out to Purna in hoarse voices, but 
she was already dead. It might be the last obstinacy of 
Purna Dryton to deem the matter of surviving ungracefully 
and receiving the shame of a prisoner and then dying as a 
spectacle unacceptable. 


[Everything was a big gamble based on her resolution, 
huh... this is truly typical of her; her life was flashy to the 
end[] 


Lucius sighed lightly, kept his sword in the scabbard and 
spoke to the men who had sat down hard on the spot. 


[Not a word to anyone about what happened tonight. Have 
all the people in the mansion thoroughly enforce it. ...Do 
you hear?{] 


HY, yes...! B, but, what about Madam-sama...?[] 
[The countess passed away because of a sudden illness[] 
[]...Ha?[] 


[The madam passed away because of a sudden illness. 
Make the arrangements for her funeral service immediately. 
... The representative of His Majesty the King should come 


from Roma before long. Proceed with it so that everything 
will be error-free[] 


While ordering them unsparingly, Lucius persuaded himself 
that doing so would be the most fortunate option for them 
as well in the end. 


[]...Vice-Leader-donof[] 


While looking at the menservants who had started to move 
hurriedly, Angel loosened the tie around his neck and asked. 


[Ils our job, um... only things like this?[] 


[That depends on His Highness. On an individual basis, | 
wish that there’s only work that is more open and above 
board, like the campaign not long ago[] 


In either case, an assassination drama where the king’s 
affair scandal turned sour in the end wasn’t something that 
occurred so often. Lucius cast down his eyes quietly, 
thinking His Majesty would probably behave properly for a 
while. 


444 


Jeffren Francesc, who was gazing at the night sky from the 
balcony of his office wearing a dressing gown, heard the 
clinking sound of glass rubbing each other and looked back. 


—lIf | remember correctly, the Minister for Foreign Affairs of 
Heidelauta will be coming tomorrow, right? To discuss the 
matter of the aforementioned mine?{] 


Jeffren Isaac, who had arrived holding a bottle of wine and 
two glasses in both hands, spoke to his father with his usual 
smile that seemed insolent. 


[| don’t think you can oversleep too much that day... but 
are you that concerned about it?[] 


Of course, though | don’t think it’ll failfJ 
[lf that’s the case, you should go to sleep quickly] 


Isaac poured the wine into a glass and held it out to the 
king. 


[It’s all right, Lucius-kun and Dii-kun will manage it 
successfully[] 


[You seem to have a very high opinion of them, huh? Well, 
they’re the son whom Orvieto is proud of and his childhood 
friend, so | also thought of entrusting it to them{] 


[Those two people are excellent, you know[] 
Hmm] 


As though drinking water, the king gulped the quite cold 
wine down. For Jeffren XI, who was Said to like sake after 
battles and women, wine was undoubtedly the same as 
water, and this probably wouldn’t amount to a drink before 
sleeping. 


Here, Isaac sat down on a chair, which was placed on the 
balcony, while sipping his wine bit by bit. 


[]...Even so, will that woman be obediently apprehended?[] 
[Purna? You’re the one who said that it’s all right though[] 


[By “obediently”, | mean will she be apprehended 
gracefully, or will she resist in an unseemly manner{] 


[]That’s well—{] 


The king pondered for just a moment and then answered. 


[lronically, she’s a strong-minded woman who is likely to 
commit suicide before the eyes of the people catching her... 
but if possible, | wish that it’ll be like that[] 


[|Hee{] 


[Though | ordered that she’s to be sent under escort to 
Roma, if it really becomes so, | don’t Know what she'll 
scream about during the journey. She knows various secrets 
of mine, you see[] 


DAN, it’s like that, huh{] 


[]...Besides, Purna herself probably can’t endure the matter 
of her becoming a person shamed in front of others any 
more. Though that woman still hasn’t reach thirty, she has 
been living exposed to inquisitive looks for more than 
enough in just the first half of her life[] 


A feeling of pity towards his ex-mistress, who had 
committed a serious crime, distinctly appeared on the 
profile of the king, who had murmured with a sigh. Isaac 
flicked the rim of the glass with his finger and asked 
questioningly. 


[]...lf you sympathise with her to that extent, why didn’t you 
give the countess a warning or keep her at a distance before 
she had that kind of outrageous ambition?[] 


[INo no, it’s because she didn’t show that sort of behaviour 
that she could swiftly climb up to this point{] 


[Are you saying that you don’t have a discerning eye?[] 


[Even if you were in my position, you surely wouldn’t notice 
it] 


The king, who had snatched the bottle of wine from his 
son’s hand and put it to his lips directly as though it was 
troublesome and then gulped it down, let out a sigh 
smelling of alcohol towards the night sky and murmured, 
looking as if he was mocking himself in some way. 


[]...| didn’t realise her aim until she complained that she 
wanted a son in the bedroom... until then, she had been 
acting continuously as a woman free of avarice in front of 
me the whole time] 


Jeffren XI still had several other mistresses, but his child was 
just Isaac, who was the son Queen Almudena bore, alone. 
Even if he had women somewhere else, Jeffren XI made sure 
not to let them bear children at all so that troublesome 
matters wouldn’t occur at the time of the succession to the 
throne in the future. The women who became his mistresses 
should have been severely told that as well. 


If Purna told the king that she wanted a son in that situation, 
it probably could be seen as evidence that she wasn’t 
satisfied with her current status of a mistress. At the very 
least, the king thought so; at the same time he returned to 
Roma, he had Purna’s surroundings carefully investigated. It 
was actually because those few casual words were the 
impetus that the assassination plot against Almudena 
emerged. 


[She’s a good woman... but she tried to kill Almudena; as 
one would expect, | can’t forgive her[] 


Or rather, wouldn’t it just be fine if Chichi-ue didn’t 
faithlessly have nothing but mistresses from the 
beginning?[] 


Isaac, who had emptied his glass and stood up, announced 
that he’d go to sleep already and withdrew from the balcony 
into the office. 


(Oi, Song 
(I—Yes?[] 
[In my case, it can’t be helped already{] 


The king spoke to his son, who had stopped temporarily, 
with a serious look. 


[i—You must think of me as a bad example from which you 
can learn and not have women here and there, all right? At 
the very least, be a faithful man after you marry a consort] 


[I’ve been saying so continuously to Chichi-ue since about 
five years ago, you know? You have Haha-ue, so stop 
womanising already and be a faithful man] 


[]...ls that so?]] 


The king tilted his head to the side unnaturally and 
immediately laughed heartily to gloss over it. 
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Holding the scabbard of Jagielka in his arms, Dimitar was 
looking up at the sky. 


The rain had stopped before sunset, and although there 
were still clouds remaining here and there, countless stars 
were twinkling in the sky tonight. The night wind, which had 
a trace of moisture slightly, gently brushed his skin and 
seemed to be alleviating his gloomy feeling. 


(Hey...!]] 


When Dimitar narrowed his eyes at the wind, Valeria 
clambered onto the roof. 


[]...What’s the matter with you? To have intentionally 
climbed to such a place, are you very free?[] 


[Or rather, that’s my line...!]] 


Valeria spoke angrily in an imposing stance on the roof of 
the inn. 


[Just when | was wondering where in the world are you and 
what are you doing that you had to quickly disappear by 
yourself... why are you exposing yourself to the night wind 
in a carefree manner?[] 


[I wasn’t enjoying the cool air in a carefree manner in 
particular] 


Sitting cross-legged and resting his chin in his hands, 
Dimitar snorted slightly. 


[]...Perhaps in Taroma about this time, Lucius is being made 
to play the role of a villain that he doesn’t want to play. | just 
thought I'll stay awake until morning without drinking sake 
and sleeping in a carefree manner for tonight at least. 
We've completed the first stage of the mission, after allf] 


[The role of a villain, you say... Lucius-sama?[] 


[lt was written in the decree of His Majesty, right? If the 
mastermind is found out to be the countess, inform the Seal 
Chivalric Order, which is standing by in Taroma, of it. —And 
speaking of a person in the Seal Chivalric Order who could 
be entrusted with this sort of job, there’s no one other than 
Lucius, after allf] 


Valeria sat down next to Dimitar and asked while playing 
with the tips of her long hair. 


[That countess, she’s the mistress of His Majesty the King, 
right?[] 


[Yes[] 


That the king tried to settle everything with utmost secrecy 
was, in short, because he had guessed that the one trying to 
kill the queen was his mistress. Jeffren Francesc was known 
to be broad-minded, but as one would expect, his reputation 
among the citizens might be ruined if it became known that 
his womanising had a repercussion in the form of an 
assassination plot against the queen. 


Moreover, when the king tried to take Purna as his mistress, 
voices telling him to refrain from that alone were raised one 
after another from among the senior statesmen, such as the 
Four Elder Statesmen. As one would expect, it might be 
embarrassing for the king, who had overcome those voices 
of opposition and laid his hands on Purna. 


HiShe was opposed by them that much... that countess, what 
kind of person is she exactly?[] 


[I’ve never met her personally either, but Lucius told me 
various things about her. —Simply put, it seems that she’s 
an exceptionally wicked woman[] 


Wicked woman? Does she pick up men here and there?[] 


[lt means that she’s loose with men. In that sense, His 
Majesty is probably much looser{] 


[iLook here...{] 


While appalled at Dimitar’s words which might be 
equivalent to disrespect, Valeria listened to his story 
attentively. 


H—Originally, the woman called Purna wasn’t even born in 
Ahmad, let alone be a noble of this country. It seemed that 
she was born in a distant foreign country, bought by a slave 
dealer when she was a very young child and then came to 
this country[] 


(Slave dealer...?] 


[Blue pupils, light-brown skin and jet-black hair—so she 
might be born on the other side of the mountain range[] 


[IDoes that mean that she’s a barbaric believer?[] 


[Whether she’s a barbaric believer or a God believer, | don’t 
know. Anyway, it seemed that Purna, who was brought to 
this country from a foreign country when she was a very 
young child, had only been thinking about crawling up from 
her current position at any rate[] 


There was no way to check now, but she most likely was a 
woman who entertained customers with song and dance in 
a bar on the outskirts of a town or something in the 
beginning. Or perhaps she was a low-class prostitute. 
Speaking of demand for girls who were born in a foreign 
country but were beautiful, it was mostly for those sorts of 
things. 


In any case, Purna rose from such a rock-bottom 
environment to become the mistress of a noble in some 
way. If her class as a prostitute rose, she could also have a 
connection to the high society. And after she temporarily 
obtained a status, she’d use that as a stepping stone and 
aim for the top little by little. 


Stepping up from a mistress to the lawful wife when the wife 
of a poor noble died, she inherited all the assets when her 
husband died shortly thereafter and then became the 
mistress of another noble—whenever someone died, Purna 
would raise her status and become wealthy. After repeating 
that many times, the status she had finally reached was the 
king’s mistress and the title of Countess Dryton, which was 
bestowed by the king. 


[IDoes that mean that... she assassinated the lawful wife 
and the husband?[] 


[There’s no evidence, but it’s too much of a convenience, 
after all. It’s probably like that[] 


What Purna, who had a strong ambition to rise in the world 
and a desire for prestige and money because of the reaction 
caused by an unhappy early life and environment, had seen 
at the end was the dream of eliminating Almudena and then 
personally becoming the queen of Ahmad. 


However, perhaps the great number of successful 
experiences made Purna do so; she might have thought the 
man this time was of the same class as the men she had 
controlled so far. As a result, that became Purna’s first and 
last fatal mistake. 


[]...Assassination of Her Highness the Queen, even if it was a 
failed attempt, it’s probably the capital punishment, isn’t 
it?]] 


LYes. The countess might not be alive any more about this 
time] 


[Looking at it as a whole, this job doesn’t make one feel 
very good[] 


Valeria sighed and smiled weakly. 


[i—Well, it’s an honour to be able to become acquainted 
with the queen though[] 


[Everything is the result of His Majesty judging that we can 
protect Her Highness the Queen completely just by 
ourselves and then entrusting everything to us. This isn’t 
bad for our careers. For the time being, take it in a good way 
like that{] 


Well, protecting the seal means protecting Anmad and the 
royal family which are equivalent to its foundation, so us 
Dominas have to do this and that for the sake of that; un, | 
understand that reality too[] 


[lf that’s the case, then this wasn’t pointless[] 


Dimitar pulled out Jagielka and started to polish its wide 
sword blade. 


[Your Eminence~![] 


Dimitar suddenly stopped his hands, which had just started 
to move, at the carefree voice that could be heard coming 
from below and looked at Valeria. 


[]...lsn’t that Her Highness the Queen? She seems to be 
looking for you though?[] 


Ah... ahahahahaf] 


Valeria tried to laugh to gloss over it, but the voice that was 
calling her didn’t stop. On the contrary, it felt as if the 
numbers were increasing. 


[iCostacurta-geika~![] 


[Your Eminence, where are you~?[] 
[Please tell us your stories by all means~[] 
[]...You’re very popular{] 


Perhaps it was because her identity had been exposed to 
even the maids, she was probably badgered by everyone to 
tell them her heroic stories as a Dominas. Dimitar literally 
smiled thinly as if it was someone else’s problem and 
started to polish the sword again. 


Well, keep them company as much as you can. We'll 
probably reach Roma tomorrow or the day after tomorrow at 
the latest, so it seems that you have to be patient until 
then{] 


[iHey... you do something about it too![] 


[Talking about the grace of God that the Dominas had 
received is the job of the Dominas. And talking about it ina 
way that is easy for people without prerequisite knowledge 
to understand, in particular, aren’t Babel-geika’s or Karin- 
Sama’s roles but the role of Valeria Costacurta-geika, who is 
also known as the “Pure Jewel”; | should have said this 
before as well though[] 


OU 


Valeria, who was prevented from refuting any further, 
dropped her shoulders and turned her back towards Dimitar. 
The best way to seal the mouth of this girl, who was noisy in 
various ways, was to bring up subjects such as the duty of 
the Dominas and so forth and cleverly attack her pride. 


[]...You must come immediately too, all right? The queen 
said that she wants to hear your stories as welll] 


[What a curious person{] 
Murmuring a few insolent words, Dimitar held Jagielka aloft. 


The moonlight peeping through the rift between the clouds 
reflected off the edge of the sharp blade and pierced 
Dimitar’s eyes. There wasn’t even a little smudge of blood 
on the sword blade. Come to think of it, he never pulled out 
Jagielka, except for maintenance, in the mission this time. 


[]...1 hope that each time will be like this though{] 


Dimitar, who had talked to himself with a sigh, kept the 
sword in the scabbard, stood up and casually jumped down 
from the edge of the eaves. 


Chapter 3: Banquet of 
Flowers; on a Summer Day 


The university of Roma, which was once located in the old 
town of Roma, was the oldest and the biggest university of 
Ahmad. 


However, about half a century ago, due to the increase in 
number of students and the deterioration of its facilities, the 
plan to relocate all the departments except the department 

of theology to the outskirts of Roma occurred; as a result, 

the newest town in Ahmad, Lauris, came into existence. 


Leaving Roma and then going east for about one hour along 
the highway, that was where Lauris was located. It was a 
university town that placed the university of Roma, which 

had relocated, at its centre, but rather than an independent 

town that was separated from Roma, it might be more 
accurate in reality to consider it as a part of Roma. 


The young Quique Albiol also spent his student days in the 
student district of this Lauris. 

[}Ru~S Raruru~!l Ru~rarura~ JU] 

A pink mass was spinning round and round. 


There was no deviation in the rotation axis. It was a 
splendidly stable rotation. 


Quique Albiol, who had confirmed that with a sidelong 
glance, sighed lightly and put on his monocle again. He then 
put a ruler on a piece of paper, which was spread on the 
work table, and drew a line. 


On the stomach—part of the armour—of the girl who was 
dancing round and round happily, a gorgeous relief of a rose 
was Sparkling. Quique, who had been drawing lines for a 
while, glanced at her again and smoked his kiseru. 


[]...You’re in a good mood, Bettina] 
HThat’s rightlU 


Bettina suddenly stopped her rotation and pointed at the 
relief of the rose with both hands. 


[—That’s because I’m the first to specially receive the 
decoration that the Crown Prince created, you know!? Me, 
who is neither a member nor a noble!{] 


[That’s certainly amazing[] 


Ten days had passed since Bettina came back safely from 
Heidelauta. And then, Bettina specially received a summons 
from the royal palace yesterday and was awarded the 
decoration by Isaac. 


It was a decoration called “Ahmad Distinguished Services 
Rose Crown Medal” or something, which he never heard of. 


Of course, it was also natural that he never heard of it; Isaac 
specially and newly created it to award it to the person from 


Templiers Aegis 


among the members of the Seal Chivalric Order who had 
rendered distinguished services in particular. 


How did Bettina edge out excellent members like Lucius to 
be awarded that? Thinking about it calmly, it was suspicious 
in various ways, but in any case, to decline to be given the 
decoration was disrespectful in its own way. 


Therefore, she gratefully received the object that made the 
design of the actual decoration into a relief and attached it 
onto Bachururus like that. It might be a consolation that 
there was no exaggerated ceremony. 


[|Ranranru~ JT] 


The pink object, which was spinning round and round and 
Skipping, was a kind of weapon that possessed the weight of 
two big men and, furthermore, five times their power. If she 
was careless, this small workshop would be destroyed in the 
twinkling of an eye. 


[i—Don’t be too happyf{] 
[Yes? Did you say something, Oji-sama?{] 


Bettina, who had grabbed a hand mirror, suddenly decided 
on a pose and reflected her own body. She then gazed at it 
and glowed with self-satisfaction. 


LINo, it’s fine if you’re happyf{] 


Quique didn’t fully understand the political aspect of things, 
nor was he interested in it. However, if he had to guess from 
a layman’s view, he felt that the Crown Prince awarding 
such a decoration to Bettina was most likely to avoid a 
pointless battle of egos between the great nobles. 


Thinking about it normally, this decoration should first be 
awarded to Vice-Leader Lucius Richternach, who enjoyed 
the deep confidence of the Crown Prince. However, no 


matter how great Lucius’s achievements were, there 
weren't only “patrons” who would be convinced by that. 
“Please let my son receive the first honour by all means” — 
there were also bound to be parents who would 
unreasonably say so among them. In any case, many people 
would discover the value of this first honour, and it wasn’t 
hard to imagine quarrels occurring due to that. 


Therefore—this was simply Quique’s guess though—Isaac 
probably chose Bettina, who had no direct relation with the 
chivalric order, to be the first recipient, for which a fierce 
competition was expected. 


It somehow seemed that his niece was used as a Shield, and 
although a bit of feeling of dissatisfaction remained in 
Quique, the royal court was more or less such a thing. If one 
hated it, they shouldn’t get a job that had to do with the 
people from the royal court. However, Quique couldn’t get a 
job except his current one, so compromising in various 
ways, he was in this current place. 


[]...dowever, people of royalty and titled nobility tend to be 
Capricious[] 


[Oji-sama?{] 

[It’s nothing[] 

[Jeez, you’re mumbling to yourself a lot today, Oji-sama!{] 
Scolding him cutely, Bettina put the hand mirror down. 


H—That’s right! If | tell Okaa-sama and Otou-sama about 
this in a letter, | think they’ll surely be delighted![] 


DAh...f 


Striking the kiseru against the corner of the work table, 
Quique lost sight of the words he should follow up with. 


Even though such a thing happened, Bettina still hadn’t 
forsaken her parents? Quique felt a slight anger, though it 
wasn’t towards Bettina. The anger was towards Bettina’s 
parents, who were Quique’s older brother and his wife—the 
parents who were cold towards such a brave girl. 


[Pardon me. Is Bettina Albiol-jou here?[] 
[An?{] 


Quique, who was about to stuff new tobacco leaves into the 
kiseru to suppress his anger, took off his monocle and 
looked back at the courteous greeting, which was never 
heard of in this workshop. 


[The Crown Prince summons Bettina-jou[] 
Standing at the door was a neatly dressed page. 
HHis Highness?[] 


[He said that there’s something he wants to ask of Bettina- 
jou, so he’d like her to come to the “Garden of Philosophy” 
immediately—[] 


fl, | understand![] 


Bettina’s voice sounded shrill, and she extended her arm 
towards the wall. 


U—P, please tell him that I'll go to see him immediately! [] 


What did she think people’s clothes were? When Bettina 
picked up the spare white robe hanging on the wall, she 


started to polish the surface of Bachururus with it with 
tremendous force. 
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Nearly one hour later, Bettina, who had polished up 
Bachururus to a bright shine, was standing in front of a 
greenhouse inside the royal palace together with Isaac. 
“Garden of Philosophy”—it seemed that that was the 
elegant name given to this greenhouse, which the Crown 
Prince had prepared for cultivating roses. 


In, in other words—you want me to clear this place?[] 
[Clear, huh. You could certainly say that{[] 


Patting Bettina’s head, Isaac pointed at the wood on the 
right of the greenhouse. Lining up neatly were albizia 
julibrissin at the front and cytisus scoparius at the back, but 
judging from the way the branches spread out, it felt 
somewhat cramped. Due to that, it also looked like the 
sunlight was blocked out to some extent. 


U—Well, frankly speaking, only this greenhouse has become 
a bit cramped. That’s why I'd like you to chop down some 
albizia julibrissin around here and level the ground to 
construct the foundation of the greenhouse{[] 


[Only the albizia julibrissin? Then, leave the cytisus 
Sscoparius as they are?[] 


Un 
[(JUnderstood![] 


Bettina, who had placed her right arm on the relief of the 
rose and bowed slightly, detached the pink battleaxe from 


the back of her waist and extended it. Bettina named the 
umbrella “Choruruka”, and because she herself also thought 
of calling this something like that, this axe was now given 
the name of Rucheruku. 


[—Then, Your Highness, please step back~[] 


Un. —Ah, the trees you chop down might be used for 
something, so can you please remove their branches and 
pile them up together somewhere?[] 


[|Sure~[] 


Bettina held Rucheruka by the end of its handle, rotated 
once and struck the trunk of an albizia julibrissin. The albizia 
julibrissin, which was as thick as the leg of Bachururus, was 
easily cut down with that one blow. Bettina, who had caught 
the tree that had tumbled through the air with one hand, 
plucked off the branches and leaves, which had grown 
thickly, making it into a straight, cylinder shape, and threw 
it down at her feet. 


HHo, that’s quite a skill] 


[Thank you very much. As a matter of fact, the current 
workshop also wasn’t so wide at first, but | cleared a copse 
and expanded it] 


[| see... ah, that’s right, about that workshop[] 


While gazing at Bettina’s work a short distance away, Isaac 
added on. 


Maestro 


[(i—You probably have to assist the chief engineer too, and it 
might also be inappropriate to have you be occupied with 
the work here only, so let’s see... is about two hours a day 
fine; can you please proceed with the work little by little?[] 


HYes, with pleasurel{] 


[Good reply. Then, I'll be working in that greenhouse. —Ah, 
and one more thing[] 


Isaac, who was about to turn back towards the glass-walled 
greenhouse, stopped his feet like he had suddenly realised 
something and added on again. 


[That suits you[] 
[Yes ?[] 
[IThat’s a good design, if | do say so myself[] 


Isaac pointed at her stomach, smiled contentedly and then 
left. 


Bettina looked down at her own stomach and touched the 
relief of the rose softly. 


Ahal] 
While laughing so, she turned on the spot. 
o¢4¢ 


Quique, who was born in the old town where his parents’ 
house was and was renting and living in a house in the old 
town even now, seldom headed towards the new town. That 
was because Quique was a workaholic, and as the place 
where he worked was the third arsenal behind the royal 
palace—a small workshop with an exaggerated name—, his 
life was fundamentally completed just inside the old town. 
Speaking of just these days alone, one could say that 


Bettina, who had started to work as Valeria’s attendant, had 
a much wider area of activity. 


Such Quique waited for dusk and then went out to the new 
town. He told Bettina that he was going to the place of 
blacksmith Courtois-jiisan, who was always helping him with 
his work. Bettina most likely didn’t doubt those words of his. 
When he thought of that, his heart hurt a little. 


Eu 


Stopped by the hustle and bustle which was filled with the 
smell of alcohol, Quique looked up at a signboard with a 
design of grapes and ivies intertwining with a tankard. 
“TANKARD” was engraved on the signboard, which was 
exposed to wind and rain and had started to get blurred. 


Tankard obviously represented a bar, and grapes and ivies 

meant that there were wine and ale respectively. Recently, 
Quique had been staying at home completely, but when he 
was a Student, he’d frequent bars here and there together 

with his friends, so he knew that much. 


FTANKARD... here, huh{] 


Hearty laughter of men and the smell of appetising food 
leaked out from inside the store. Due to the nature of the 
locality, bachelors from the neighbourhood would gather 
after work to search for meals and sake. 


When Quique pushed open the creaking door and entered 
the store, he didn’t head towards an empty seat at a table 
but the innermost counter seat. 


Which one do you want?[] 


The storekeeper, who was at the inner part of the counter, 
suddenly urged Quique, who had sat down, to choose one of 
the two choices. 


HAh... let’s seef] 


For a moment, Quique didn’t understand what the 
storekeeper meant, but he immediately realised that the 
storekeeper was asking him what he wanted to drink. Wine 
or ale, it could only be one of those. For bars in this area, 
one could say that simply having options was still better. 


(Then, ale and ham{] 


Quique, who had ordered a minimum of sake and snack, 
looked around the store interior again. 


The store was about seventy percent full, and all the 
customers were men. Although there were only guys who 
seemed to be really rude, everyone’s drunk appearances 
were cheerful, and they didn’t have gloomy appearances. At 
the very least, it didn’t seem to be a store that served sake 
with a lot of adulterants and made excessive profits. 


HAh... is Dimitar here?{] 
[]...Dimitar?]] 


A deep wrinkle was suddenly carved on the brow of the 
storekeeper, who seemed to be a few years older than 
Quique, and he glared at Quique. It was precisely because 
he had been doing a business where he dealt with 
drunkards every day that his expression had quite an 
intensity. Perhaps trained from carrying wine barrels, even 
his arms which extended from the short sleeves were so 
thick that they couldn’t possibly be compared with Quique’s. 


If it became a brawl, Quique probably had no chance of 
winning. 


Although Quique almost spouted the ale instinctively, he 
hurriedly shook his head. 


HI, ’'m not a suspicious person in particular. | heard that he’s 
lodging here... | work in a workshop of the army—[] 


[That white robe... you’re that “eccentric”, huh] 


His brow furrowed as it was, the storekeeper’s stiff 
expression finally became a smiling face. 


[| heard from that brat. —l was told that you’re an eccentric 
who conducts a slightly difficult research in a workshop{[] 


Well, it’s not far off the mark to say that I’m an eccentric 
though...[] 


It seemed that Dimitar had been calling Quique an eccentric 
even in other places. Quique didn’t particularly get angry at 
that. That contrary boy having a sharp tongue was nothing 
new. 


(i—If it’s Dimi-san, he’s not here[] 


Perhaps she had overheard the conversational exchange of 
Quique and the storekeeper, a girl, who was carrying a big 
tray in her arms and running around between drunken 
people, stopped her feet and interrupted. 


She's the drawing card of this store. Greet him, Mercier{] 
Hl’m Mercier. Dimi-san is always being taken care of by you[] 


The girl Mercier, who wasn’t good at speaking her lines 
smoothly, was unexpectedly polite. Looking down at the hair 


whorl of Mercier who had bowed, Quique absent-mindedly 
thought that sharp-tongued boy was the type that little girls 
unexpectedly seemed to become attached to. 


[lf it’s Dimi-san, he said that he’ll be at work for a while and 
won't be coming back{] 


(Work?{] 
Hlsn’t it Oji-san’s work?[] 
HEven if you called it work...{] 


Dimitar’s job was a Hiera Glaphicos. Otherwise, it was the 
one called “Special Duty Inspector” or something; in any 
case, it was something that was ordered by the Magic 
Academy or the king to make a move. Dimitar helping 
Quique with his research—though there was the 


Domina Permanence 


recommendation of “Dominas of Eternity”, Shakira Babel, at 
the beginning—wasn’t his official job. He was simply just 
helping when he was free, and if one had to say the order of 
precedence, it went without saying that his work of a Hiera 
Glaphicos came first. 


[il see... he left the capital because of work, huh{] 


Hearing that Dimitar wasn’t here, Quique who had returned 
to reality just a little because of that gulped down the ale 
and sighed greatly. 


[Ils it an important business?[] 


When the storekeeper asked, Quique shook his head with a 
wry smile. 


[| don’t know how he explained it to you, but my work is 
something like an extra. —And on top of that, he has never 


properly explain to you what kind of work he’s officially 
doing, right?{] 


[]JHe’s not a fellow who talks so much, after all... even when 
he’s eating his meals here, he keeps silent the whole time 
and seems to be listening attentively to the conversations of 
the guys in his surroundings[] 


Polishing the tankard he had just washed, the storekeeper 
shrugged his shoulders. 


[He’s strangely mature though he’s a kid, or perhaps | 
should say, he takes a cynical attitude... well, when | 
thought about the kid living by himself, it might be that he 
always have to put himself on guard so that he won’t be 
taken advantage of by wicked people...[] 


[il don’t think that’s the casef{] 
Quique bit a savoury ham clipping and sighed. 


Dimitar taking a cynical attitude was simply because his 
personality was like that. Compared with the swindlers and 
petty scoundrels around there, Dimitar was much more 
wicked. In the first place, Dimitar wasn’t a boy with no 
relatives; although he properly had a backer, which was the 
House of Richternach, he was just continuing to live alone in 
the downtown area of his own accord. 


However, it seemed that Dimitar didn’t disclose such 
circumstances to the parent and child of this bar at all. He 
probably thought they wouldn’t be able to associate with 
him naturally if he told them that he was a person from the 
House of Richternach, or that he was the exclusive Hiera 
Glaphicos of a Dominas. 


Therefore, Quique also thought there was no need to say 
anything unnecessary from his own mouth. 


[]...l’ve gone on a fool’s errand if he’s not here{] 


Quique, who had just eaten up the ham and drank up the 
ale, stood up immediately. 


LIf you like, how about putting it on the brat’s tab? Why 
don’t you stay longer a bit more, Master?[] 


[|Don’t call me “Master’|] 


Quique scratched his hair, which had grown untidily, and put 
the coin he had taken out from the pocket of his white robe 
on the counter. 


[]...There’s something | want to ask of Dimitar a little, but if | 
arbitrarily drink sake on his tab, it’ll be difficult to ask him 
afterwards. I'll leave for today[] 


[ls that so? Do come when you’re free again next time{] 
All do sof] 


Quique waved his hand lightly, tipped the girl called Mercier 
one copper coin while he was at it and then left TANKARD. 


[Dimitar boy is at work, huh...[] 


Stopping in the noise reeking of male body odour, Quique 
looked up at the night sky. Perhaps the stone pavement was 
releasing the heat it had absorbed during the day now, he 
felt that air was rising up from under his feet as if steaming 
him even though there was a night wind. 


However... Bettina didn’t receive any message[] 


Dimitar was Valeria’s exclusive Hiera Glaphicos; that was to 
say, him leaving the capital because of work meant that 
Valeria had also left the capital because of some kind of 
mission. 


However, Bettina, who should accompany Valeria as her 
attendant when she’d similarly leave the royal capital 
because of a mission, was at home. That meant that it was 
an individual mission of Dimitar, or it was some special 
mission from which Bettina was omitted—. 


In any case, it was pointless to think about this and that 
since Dimitar wasn’t returning to the lodging house. 


Bettina was looking after the house by herself at home. 
Thinking of buying something delicious as a present and 
then going back before it got too late, Quique held the 
kiseru in his mouth and started to walk. 
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In merely three days, Bettina had finished deforesting the 
planned construction site of the second greenhouse just by 
working alone. The work that awaited her next was to dig up 
the stumps and transport a large quantity of soil to fill in the 
holes. And afterwards, if she made the ground level and trod 
the soil down, all the work entrusted to Bettina would be 
completed. From there onwards, it was the specialists’ 
domain. 


[|Fu~...[] 


Bettina, who had raised the visor of Bachururus and wiped 
the sweat on her forehead, leaned against the bundle of the 
logs of albizia julibrissin, which were piled up like a hill, and 
sat down. 


There wasn’t much physical fatigue due to the power of 
Bachururus, but only the heat of summer was something 
about which nothing can be done. Bathed in the sunlight of 
Summer, the amour of Bachururus, in particular, had 
greedily accumulated that heat. Without the shade of the 
cytisus scoparius, the situation would be as though she was 
entering a steam bath. 


fl’ ll be troubled if the seasons in the future are like this. | 
have to request Oji-sama to think of a way to let me stay 
cool—[] 


Bettina rehydrated with wine and took a short rest. 


[]...,But not wanting to go and pee very much after you 
sweat a lot, that was true[] 


Bettina, who was talking to herself about such a thing, 
overheard the flustered voice of a middle-aged man and 
secretly showed her face from the back of the mountain of 
logs. 


[Even if you suddenly tell me such a thing...[] 
LINo, it’s not a sudden topic at all! 


It was Isaac; in addition, if she remembered correctly, she 
believed that that person was Minister for Home Affairs 
Camunas-kyou. Bettina saw the two people entering the 
greenhouse. Seeing that there wasn’t a single page who 
would help the Crown Prince with his work if it were usual, 
perhaps the two people might be planning to talk about 
politics. 


For a moment, Bettina thought “Is it all right for me to be 
here, | wonder?”, but Isaac also knew that Bettina was 
working here at this time, so Bettina continued to drink the 


wine, thinking he probably didn’t mind in particular if that 
was the case. 


(i—Your Highness is twenty years old already. It isn’t strange 
even if you take a consort—or rather, it’s stranger that such 
a topic wasn’t brought up until now![] 


(Pu! ?U] 


Knowing that the topic of the two people was related to 
Isaac taking a wife, Bettina almost spouted the wine. 


[Though it’s somewhat rude to Say it like this, His Majesty 
is, well... um, how do | say, towards women—[] 


[Isn't it fine if you say it clearly, that his womanising is 
extreme] 


[]...H, His Majesty certainly has that kind of tendency, but 
despite that, he has no child besides Your Highness. This 
means that a male of direct descent who can succeed to the 
throne of Ahmad is just Your Highness alone! Naturally, if 
Your Highness doesn’t have a heir, our royal family will 
cease to exist, you know!?[{] 


[It’s not something to be so anxious about, right? You said 
that I’m twenty years old already, but if you’re going to say 
that, then I’m still twenty years old, you know? Besides, if 
we don’t care about direct descent, there are also other 
young men who can be the successor, right?[] 


[You mustn’'t![] 


While wiping the sweat on her forehead, Bettina heard 
Camunas-kyou, who was rumoured to be a timid person, 
speaking loudly unexpectedly and reflexively ducked her 
head. 


[i—Please look at the nearby Heidelauta! As a result of the 
king passing away without deciding on a prince to be the 
crown prince, the issue of the successor grew worse and the 
country split apart, you know? Though discourteous, if His 
Majesty and Your Highness die all at once like this, even our 
Ahmad might be on the verge of splitting apart![] 


HHoho. ...In other words, if Chichi-ue or | died, what you'll 
think about first isn’t our funerals or what but the issue of 
the successor?|] 


LT, that, well... if | have to speak without fear of 
misunderstanding, we don’t serve an individual but the 
country called Anmad—{[] 


Un, good, good, that’s correct. | also felt relieved that 
Camunas-kyou is a possessor of such a sense of balance[] 


[Though they’re—such kind words, | won’t let you leave this 
matter unsettled here today, Your Highness![] 


The conversational exchange of Isaac and Camunas-kyou 
could be seen beyond the greenery through the glass. 
Bettina even forgot about her thirst, held her breath and 
gazed at that. 


[In any case, you have to choose a suitable partner as soon 
as possible and get engaged at least...[] 


[Suitable partner?[] 


Ll think choosing from among the daughters of famous 
nobles and royalties after surveying not only within the 
country but also the entire allied countries is the logical 
move] 


Well, it’s an issue that can be settled immediately if Dilmah 
has a princess of marriageable age, but unfortunately, they 
don’t have one... in that case, | can’t choose so easily, right? 
In the first place, what kind of person will you accept? If | 
married a strange person, her relatives will throw their 
weights around, and it’ll become terrible, you know?[] 


OMu...]] 

[(Then{] 

Isaac sighed exaggeratedly and continued. 
[i—For example, how about a Dominas?[] 
[Yes ?[] 


[The House of Costacurta is originally a distinguished family 
that has a connection to the royal family, and the House of 
Rudbeck is also a distinguished family with a long history, 
right? They just fell by chance recently, and their family 
statuses are much higher than such nobles, and there’s also 
no fear of troublesome maternal relatives interfering 
impudently[] 


(Il, | see—[] 


[lf it’s Costacurta-geika, she probably can give birth to 
many healthy children. And if it’s Rudbeck-geika, she seems 
to be able to give birth to very intelligent children. ...In fact, 
there should be a few examples of a retired Dominas 
becoming the queen before now{] 


HC, certainly, if it’s both Their Eminences, they have enough 
qualifications to become Your Highness’s consort—however, 
both of them were just inaugurated this year, so the 
wedding will be nine years later at the quickest...[] 


[That sort of matter, we can just prepare the next Dominas 
candidates and have them retire earlier than usual, right?[] 


U—-U 


Bettina was listening to those words of Isaac in a daze. 





Isaac was looking for a marriage partner, and in addition to 
that, partners like Valeria or Karin—at the point of time 
Bettina thought so, her mind went blank, and further 
information didn’t go in at all. 


When she realised, she had opened the window of the room 
of her home fully and was looking up at the summer night 
Sky fixedly. 


A lot of time must have passed after that, but even so, she 
had no memory of what she did during that time at all. 
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Inside the greenhouse where countless roses were in full 
bloom, one would choke because of the heated air and the 
sweet-smelling fragrance. Although it was also because the 
number of roses had increased that the greenhouse became 
cramped, the fact that Camunas was together with him 
today was also a big factor. This middle-aged man—in a 
sense different from Minister for Military Affairs Garrido-kyou 
—was so stuffy that it was unbearable. 


HC, certainly, if it’s both Their Eminences, they have enough 
qualifications to become Your Highness’s consort—[] 


Wringing out the handkerchief with which he had wiped the 
sweat on his forehead, Camunas furrowed his brow. 


However, both of them were just inaugurated this year, so 
the wedding will be nine years later at the quickest...[] 


If they excluded exceptions like Shakira Babel, a Dominas’s 
term of office was usually nine years. Valeria, who was 
inaugurated at sixteen, and Karin, who was inaugurated at 
seventeen, must protect their chastity until they retired at 
twenty-five and twenty-six respectively. Setting engagement 


aside, marriage was impossible. For Camunas who wanted 
Isaac to get married as soon as possible, that must be the 
one and only greatest obstruction. 


While making the secateurs produce “chaki chaki" sounds, 
Isaac spoke to Camunas. 


[That sort of matter, we can just prepare the next Dominas 
candidates and have them retire earlier than usual, right?[] 


[ll see... that means exists too[] 


Camunas nodded many times while wiping his sweat with 
the handkerchief. 


DAh, just a minute, just a minute[] 


Isaac patted Camunas, who was murmuring with shining 
eyes, on the shoulder and shook his head exaggeratedly. 


UFor your information, mentioning the names of both Their 
Eminences is just to give you an example, all right, an 
example] 


(What? Example...?[] 


[It doesn’t mean that I’m seriously thinking of wanting to 
make both Their Eminences my wives in particular. I’m 
saying that there should be no problem if it’s this level and 
simply mentioned their names as one of the guidelines, so 
try not to be thoughtlessly forward and cause trouble for 
both Their Eminences, all right?[] 


HYes...[] 


Isaac pressed Camunas, who had suddenly calmed down, 
further for an answer. 


[In the first place, | don’t want to get married yet[] 


HW, what are you saying now—please think of this as one of 
the duties of the royalty as well...[] 


Well, I’ll get married eventually, but even if you tell me 
that so suddenlyf{] 


[]That’s why please look for a suitable partner and get 
engaged first—[] 


LI don’t want to get engaged and be tied down for the 
present[] 


Isaac interrupted Camunas’s words and pruned the 
branches of the roses. 


He knew that as the crown prince of Anmad, he must get 
married and have an heir eventually. 


However, he disliked the fact that even his partner and the 
timing were all decided by his surroundings. In the first 
place, it didn’t make sense that only he had to abide by it 
even though his father had been relatively doing whatever 
he pleased. 


While trimming the potted roses for his mother who would 
come back from the place where she had recuperated 
Shortly, Isaac spoke. 


[Though | feel apologetic towards Camunas-kyou, I’d like 
you to let me do as | like a little longer{] 


[]...1 understand[] 


What was he thinking; Camunas nodded with an extremely 
meek expression. 


[It'd be nice if you follow His Majesty’s example and 
become acquainted with the young ladies from various 
places. Then, a new love might arise[] 


Huh? Are you thinking of something strange?[] 


LINo no, please leave everything to this me. I'll go and make 
arrangements immediately[] 


Leaving behind a somewhat creepy suppressed smile, the 
middle-aged man left the greenhouse hurriedly. Isaac 
followed him with his eyes with a sigh and started trimming 
a rose that had a large bud. 


[What in the world is he making arrangements for? ...Huh?[] 


Isaac, who had left the greenhouse to draw water for the 
watering can, realised that there was no figure of Bettina, 
who should be cutting down the albizia julibrissin. 


[By any chance... did | make her misunderstand 
something?{] 
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If it was true, Bettina should have finished helping the 
Crown Prince in the morning and then helped with the 
moving work in the workshop from the afternoon; however, 
Bettina didn’t show up at the workshop somehow. 


When Quique returned home, Bettina had already come 
home and was shutting herself in her own room in the attic 
without even eating dinner. Although he called out to her 
several times, her responses were poor. However, only sighs 
could be heard faintly. 


H—Good grief[] 


Quique also breathed a big sigh as if to compete with her 
and started the maintenance of Bachururus, which was 
placed on the work table of his home. 


Originally, Quique giving Bachururus to Bettina—to test the 
fruits of his own research was a matter of course—was to 
make Bettina be confident. It was an armour prepared for 
the girl who wanted to be needed by someone and be useful 
to someone and yet wasn’t very good at facing people 
directly. 


Bettina’s world had certainly expanded because of this 
armour. But at the same time, this might also become the 
cause of her getting her feelings hurt again. Bettina was 
actually deeply worried even now. 


Quique, who had generally finished the maintenance, put a 
pot on the oven and warmed the green pea soup up. 
Although they had started living here together for more 
than five years, Bettina’s speciality was eating, and she 
could hardly cook. On the contrary, Quique was skilful at 
cooking because he left his parents’ home and had been 
living alone from an early age. It might be because Quique 
could do all the housework to a certain extent by himself 
that he couldn’t get married easily. 


Quique filled a wooden tureen with thick soup, put white 
breads that were lightly toasted with the fire of the oven 
into a basket, placed them on a tray and then went up the 
narrow stairs. 


[]...Bettina?]] 


Even though there were other empty rooms, Bettina had 
been living in this room in the attic, saying that the low 


ceiling calmed her down. Quique suddenly showed up in the 
attic and observed his niece’s state. 


[Oji-samaf] 


Without even lighting a fire in the lamp, Bettina was sitting 
on her bed and looking up at the moon through the square 
Skylight, where a part of the roof was cut out. 


Why do I not have magic talent?[] 


That murmur didn’t seem to be lamenting or resenting the 
reality where that wasn’t the case; if one had to say, it 
sounded like it was filled with resignation that was atypical 
of a thirteen-year-old child. 


Why, you say, that’s because you—[] 


For the tall and thin Quique, the ceiling of this attic was too 
low. Quique placed the tray on the floor and sat down on the 
Stairs. 


[That sort of talent is something you’re born with... so you 
can only consider yourself to be unlucky. But why are you 
asking such a thing again?[] 


[That’s because if | have magic talent, | might be able to 
become a Dominas[] 


[That’s also a dream-like story. The possibility certainly isn’t 
zero though—{[] 


[Even if becoming a Dominas is impossible, | should be able 
to help Oji-sama a bit more. If not, even if | don’t have 
talent, if I've been born in the house of a noble at least, then 
= 


[This is a serious illness...[] 


Anyone would probably say idle complaints like envying 
other people’s circumstances, but at the very least, this was 
the first time that Bettina said such a thing. 


[i—Eat them before they get cold, all right?[] 


Leaving these words behind like that, Quique went down the 
stairs. Naturally, Bettina didn’t reply. 


[]...| give up] 


As expected, Bettina—just imagining it was a discourteous 
matter—might be harbouring feelings beyond her position 
towards the handsome Crown Prince Isaac, judging from her 
murmurs just now. If she could become acquainted with 
distinguished people, it might somehow be helpful when she 
left Quique’s side in the future and became independent; 
thinking so, he recommended Bettina to be Valeria’s 
attendant, but it backfired this time. 


Quique sat down on a chair placed in front of the oven and 
lit a fire in the kiseru. Today’s tobacco was a high-class item 
produced in Brabant, which Bettina had brought back 
yesterday, saying that she received it from Isaac. 


However, perhaps it was because he wasn’t used to sucha 
luxury item, or perhaps it was due to his current mental 
state, he didn’t feel that it was great at all. Quique simply 
inhaled and exhaled the bitter smoke aimlessly and silently 
listened to the sound of the firewood in the oven popping. 


Quique actually wanted to ask Dimitar what Bettina was like 
when she went out on a mission—and what could he 


interpret from Bettina’s attitude towards Isaac. If it was that 
boy, and if it became the development that Quique feared, 
he probably would have seen through it already. 


But unfortunately, Dimitar hadn’t come back to the capital 
yet. That made Quique’s mood even more gloomy. 


ae 


Staring at the beautiful woman who had fallen face down, a 
line of red blood spilling from her lovely lips, Lucius sighed. 


[Everything was a big gamble based on her resolution, 
huh... this is truly typical of her; her life was flashy to the 
end[] 


The beautiful woman’s name was Countess Purna Dryton— 
the mastermind of the assassination plot against Queen 
Almudena. For Lucius, the matter of Purna, who was 
cornered, personally ending her life was within his 
expectation, but for the people serving her, it must have 
been a bolt out of the blue. 


Looking at the maids and menservants who had sat down 
hard on the spot, Lucius kept his sword in the scabbard and 
announced indifferently. 


[Not a word to anyone about what happened tonight. Have 
all the people in the mansion thoroughly enforce it. ...Do 
you hear?{] 


HY, yes...! B, but, what about Madam-sama...?[] 
[The countess passed away because of a sudden illness[] 


[]...Ha?[] 


[The madam passed away because of a sudden illness. 
Make the arrangements for her funeral service immediately. 
... The representative of His Majesty the King should come 
from Roma before long. Proceed with it so that everything 
will be error-free[] 


He must gather all the people working in the mansion here 
first and then have them begin the preparations for the 
secret burial. 


[]...Vice-Leader-donof[] 


Gazing at the menservants who had started to move 
awkwardly, Angel Saforcada loosened the tie around his 
neck. 


UIs our job, um... only things like this?[] 


[That depends on His Highness. On an individual basis, | 
wish that there’s only work that is more open and above 
board, like the campaign not long ago[] 


[Like not long ago...?[] 


[Though they’re similarly jobs to protect the country, 
running around on a dangerous battlefield is probably much 
better than being witness to the last moment of a woman, 
right? ...Hazard-kyou![] 


When Lucius called one of his subordinates whom he had 
brought with him on this top-secret mission, he instructed 
him to secretly get in touch with the mayor of Taroma 
immediately. Although this manner of speaking was bad, he 
must make the mayor understand the cause and effect so 
that the people of this mansion wouldn’t blurt out 
thoughtless things in the future. 


(JU, um...{] 


Passing Hazard-kyou who left at a quick pace, the maid who 
had gone round to call the people of the mansion to this 
room came back and began to talk in a tone that was 
frightened in some way. 


I, | wanted to gather all the people in the mansion—b, but | 
didn’t see the figure of only one person{] 


[That person isn’t here?{] 
HY, yes... it’s the gardener, a man called Niko Bonucci...[] 


When the maid spoke of that name, the surrounding 
menservants looked at each other simultaneously. As if the 
maid’s panic had spread, even the other people started to 
be noisy. It was unthinkable that such a reaction would 
appear just because one ordinary gardener had 
disappeared. 


Lucius tilted his head to the side and questioned her. 
What kind of man is he exactly?[] 

LINiko was... formerly a thief[] 

DA thief? 

Angel knitted his brows and raised a wild voice. 


U—Why is a thief working as the gardener of the countess’s 
mansion?[] 


OT, that’s...]] 


According to what the maids had explained, looking as if it 
was extremely hard to speak about it, the aforementioned 


Niko Bonucci was a young and reckless bandit. Hiding 
himself in the forest on the outskirts of Taroma, he made a 
living from aiming for the travellers coming and going and 
travelling alone on the highway; however, he was pursued 
by the authorities and was seriously wounded, and it 
seemed that he was captured when he tumbled into the 
premises of this mansion. 


People who were not only robbed of their money and goods 
but even killed by Niko weren’t few, and a reward was 
offered for his head. Therefore, if it was true, Niko should 
have been handed over to the mayor of Taroma as he was 
and be sentenced to capital punishment. 


Nevertheless—what kind of whim was it exactly—Purna 
didn’t hand Niko over to the government officials. It was 
unexpected that she’d treat his wounds, prepare clothing for 
him and let him live in a cabin in the corner of the grounds 
as a gardener. 


Why is that kind of—{] 


In contrast with Angel whose expression seemed to be 
puzzled, the maids cast their eyes downwards, looking as if 
it was difficult to give an answer. It seemed that this new 
chivalric order member couldn’t guess it, but Lucius could 
somehow understand the situation from the maids’ 
behaviours. 


[]...He was her secret lover{] 
HEh?q] 


The face of Angel, who had raised a wild voice again, 
became red suddenly after one mora. 


Even though she was called Countess Dryton, the reality is 
that she was one of His Majesty the King’s mistresses... and 
His Majesty also won’t always be here. Rather, he’s absent 

for most of the year. That being the case, it isn’t so strange 
that the countess of loose morals would have another lover. 
...In short, it’s like that, right?[] 


[]...Yes[] 
The maids nodded slightly. 


HiHowever, after Niko became the gardener, his manner 
which was like a mad dog when he was captured changed 
completely, and the change was as if you could say that he 
was extremely obedient towards Madam-sama... or rather, 
he was worshipping Madam-sama[] 


[Was he feeling a debt of gratitude, being a bad person, or 
= 


Drawing in a breath greatly, Lucius stopped his words 
midway there. Witzel-kyou, who had been guarding the rear 
of the mansion, came here at a quick pace. 


[jVice-Leader!] 

[Did something happen?[] 
[The horse is missing![] 
[(JHorse?[] 


[Even though there’s a carriage, there’s no horse in the 
stable[] 


U—-U 


When Lucius narrowed his eyes and stared at the maid, she 
shook her head as if she was frightened again. She probably 
wanted to say that she didn’t know anything. 


Lucius then spoke to Witzel-kyou. 


Witzel-kyou, please remain here. Hazard-kyou should be 
coming back with the mayor soon, so I'll leave the 
subsequent matters to the both of you[] 


[That’s not a problem, but what’s Vice-Leader going to do?[] 


[Just one man disappeared from the mansion. It seems that 
leaving him alone will become a troublesome matter[] 


Leaving that place to Witzel-kyou, Lucius took the remaining 
members along with him and left the mansion. 


[What are we going to do, Vice-Leader-dono?[] 
We'll pursue Niko Bonuccif] 

Lucius answered Angel’s question laconically. 
[Do you know where he escaped to?[] 


[| can more or less guess. ...But then, | hope that such a 
conjecture is wrong though[] 


Lucius returned to the place where they had tied their 
horses on the opposite side of the lake almost at a run, put 
his foot on the stirrup and smiled wryly. 


Ulf my conjecture is wrong, then it doesn’t matter at all even 
if Niko Bonucci escapes somewhere like this. —However, 
that’s probably not going to happen{] 


[]...l’m sorry[] 


Angel, who had similarly sat on top of the saddle, bent his 
head slightly to one side and asked again. 


[What does that mean exactly? Where in the world did that 
gardener escape to—{[] 


[The clandestine love between a countess who had too 
much time on her hands and a gardener, speaking of 
common, is common, but it’s a slight problem that the both 
of them are all bad people. ...Especially all the more so if 
the gardener worshipped the madam like a goddess[] 


Lucius and other members, eight people in all, started 
running in the forest at night. Although it was along a lane, 
if they missed one step, that place was a sea called a forest 
covered up by cold darkness, and they’d probably go astray 
immediately if they were careless. 


fi—If Niko Bonucci learnt of the death of the woman whom 
he worshipped as a goddess, what kind of action do you 
think he’ll take?{] 


[That’s... he was formerly a bandit who was skilful at rough 
things, so as expected—it’s revenge?[] 


Angel, who had answered so, surveyed his surroundings, 
looking slightly tense. 


[It’s not wrong to think like that first... but his target 
probably isn’t us] 


OW, why?{] 


[The fact that he had been a bandit for a long time ina 
dangerous forest, where wolves, bears and people in the 
same trade were prowling about, without losing his life or 
getting captured or forming a faction meant that that man is 


probably quite strong. And he most likely must be more 
cautious and cunning[] 


That was why Lucius was thinking he’d never attack them in 
a simplistic manner. No matter how skilled a man Niko was, 
it was impossible that he’d challenge Lucius’s party toa 
fight by himself and then end safe and sound. He’d probably 
lose his life easily without even fulfilling the matter of 
Carrying out revenge for Purna. 


H—That much can be understood even without thinking 
deeply. Besides, the revenge won't be accomplished just by 
killing us, who had driven the madam to commit suicide. 
Niko Bonucci probably should have known that too[] 


[Don’t tell me—the queen!?[] 


Ulf Purna Dryton had told Niko Bonucci her own real 
intention, then that’s not impossible[] 


As long as Queen Almudena didn’t exist, Purna’s ambition 
could have been achieved. It could also be said that it was 
because of Almudena that Purna’s dream had been 
shattered and that she committed suicide—the possibility of 
Niko, who thought so, trying to kill Almudena again wasn’t 
zero. 


[UNormally, at the point of time when one’s own lover began 
to say that she wanted a son of a man other than himself, 
he’d be driven by jealousy, and then he’d turn to violence... 
but perhaps to Niko, the madam might really be an 
existence like a goddess. Not a lover but simply an object of 
worship—[] 


Urging his horse on as if to compete with Lucius, Angel 
spoke. 


[i—Where’s the queen now!?[] 


[I don’t know the exact location, but she most likely has 
arrived in the vicinity about two days to the royal capital 
along the highway from Gloom. Even if Niko is aiming for 
Her Highness the Queen, in terms of distance, it’s 
impossible to ambush her during the journey. —In that 
case[] 


Confirming the relative positions of Taroma, Gloom and 
Roma on the map inside his mind, Lucius kept his mouth 
shut. 


¢¢4¢ 
HYour Highness![] 


Camunas, who had rushed into the greenhouse, gasping for 
air, hurriedly wiped the sweat oozing on his forehead and 
began to talk rapidly. 


LT, t-t, the queen, is , is returning![] 
[That sort of thing, | know about it[] 
Ha! ?q] 


While having a page fan him with a large round paper fan, 
Isaac was pruning the roses without even looking back at 
Camunas. 


OH, how did you know? Even though the messenger who 
came to announce beforehand just arrived a moment ago 


—U 


[1That’s because if you count backwards from the day Haha- 
ue’s party left Gloom, you'll know that she’ll arrive tomorrow 


or the day after tomorrow[] 


It was a distance of about five days, being jolted in the 
Carriage leisurely and peacefully, from Gloom where Queen 
Almudena had been recuperating to this Roma, and there 
was no rough path along the way where they’d be stranded 
either. 


(IB, but Your Highness...! We didn’t receive the information 
of the queen leaving Gloom itself until today, you know? 
Despite this, how did Your Highness know the date and time 
of her departure—[] 


(Ah, that’s because | heard them from Chichi-uef{] 
[|Haa!?[] 


The truth, which was a bolt from the blue, was thrust at 
Camunas again, and he opened his eyes wide. 


[il mean, it was Chichi-ue who instructed Haha-ue. He told 
her to leave Gloom secretly and come back so that she 
wouldn’t be found out{] 


HW, why did His Majesty issue such instructions!? Moreover, 
to have even kept it secret from us—[] 


[It’s probably to uncover the assassins[] 
(A, assassination! ?/] 
[]...You’re so noisy{[] 


Isaac, who was surprised by Camunas’s voice and almost 
cut off a large rose, tossed the shears. 


[iChichi-ue had sensed that the wicked fox in Taroma was 
thinking of killing Haha-ue, and then he secretly provided 


her with bodyguards[] 


[When you say “the wicked fox in Taroma”, don’t tell me 
you mean, Countess Dryton—?[] 


(Yes, her{] 


Isaac, who had waved his hand to get the page to leave, 
removed his gloves and looked back. 


Even though Camunas, who was first-class on domestic 
affairs, understood that Purna Dryton was a wicked woman, 
it was certainly unexpected that the king’s womanising 
would even develop into an assassination plot against the 
queen. One might be able to say that it was because it was 
Jeffren Francesc that he could smell the stench of a scheme 
in the countess’s slight change. 


Isaac, who had gulped down the water of a water jug, in 
which lemons and ice were floating, and then taken a rest, 
put his hands on his waist and bent and stretched lightly. 


[]...And then, the countess who knew that Haha-ue would be 
returning to the capital with a small number of people hired 
assassins and had them attack her during the journey. — 
However, she had the tables turned on her splendidly. It’s 
probably because such a trouble had been mostly solved 
that Haha-ue’s party would dispatch a messenger to notify 
us of her return{] 


(Solved...?{] 


Anyway, we’ll hear the details from Costacurta-geika 
afterwards. After all, the ones serving as Haha-ue’s guards 
are actually Her Eminence and Richternach-kyou[] 


What... n, now that you mention it, | hadn’t seen them 
these few days or so, but the reason was like that, huh—[] 


[That’s how it is. If you understand, then—[] 
[iThen, Your Highness![] 


Return to your work quickly; Isaac was about to say that to 
drive Camunas away, but Camunas refused to back down, 
his eyes sparkling for some reason. 


[—The queen getting well and returning is a joyous matter 
in any case! Therefore, whether it’s called a tea party ora 
garden party, how about holding a banquet to receive the 
queen at least? If we decorate the venue ornately with the 
flowers Your Highness had cultivated and then Your 
Highness personally receives the queen, she’ll surely be 
delighted ![] 


Isaac kept his mouth shut and stared fixedly at Camunas, 
who was smiling while wiping his sweat. 


It was unusual that Camunas, who should be running around 
busily all the time because of the things the king and the 
Crown Prince had done, would personally suggest doing 
something in this way. More importantly, this full smile of his 
was SuSpicious. 


]...You’re planning something, aren’t you?[] 
[|]Ha? No no no nof] 


[It’s not “no no no no”; I’m asking if you’re planning 
something[] 


UT, that kind of... w, what would you say I’m planning?[] 


[| wouldn’t have asked in detail if | knew. ...1 can somehow 
guess it though[] 


LINo no no no, Y, Your Highness is thinking too much![] 
[]...Well, that’s finef] 

HA, anyway!]] 

Camunas retreated slowly. 


[Please leave the selection of the venue, the preparations of 
the food and drinks, and the arrangements for the garden 
party to this me! I'll make arrangements as soon as 
possible! T, then, | shall take my leave![] 


He left those words behind like that and went out of the 
greenhouse at a quick pace. 


[]...Well, the fact that these flowers, which I’ve been 
cultivating because of my hobby, could be of use to some 
extent might be something | should be pleased with[] 


Isaac, who had followed Camunas with his eyes, surveyed 
the flowers inside the greenhouse and sighed lightly. 
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After the first stage of the extension work of the greenhouse 
had been completed, Bettina who was summoned by Isaac 
again was assigned the work of moving pots of roses to the 
vicinity of the triumphal arch on the outskirts of Roma. 


HSorry for asking a favour of you suddenly, Bettina-jou[] 


[Not at all! It’s totally all right!]] 


Next to the white horse that Isaac was riding, Bettina was 
pulling a cart fully loaded with pots of roses with creaking 
sounds. Two wagons, where pages were sitting on the 
drivers’ seats, were following behind them. Under the 
sunlight of summer where the greenery by the roadside was 
becoming more and more pronounced, the party was 
heading towards the east leisurely. 


[Haha-ue is coming back to the capital tomorrow afternoon. 
—Camunas-kyou was enthusiastic about it, saying “Let’s 
hold a garden party to receive her.” [] 


Ll see. In any case, it’s a happy event] 
[lls that so?[] 


Yes. Okaa-sama... no, the queen is returning from 
recuperation, so it’s a happy event, isn’t it?[] 


[]...Well, you could say that{[] 


Isaac, on horseback, looked up at the blue sky and nodded 
Slightly. 


Speaking of which, how’s Bettina-jou’s family?]] 
Ah, my mother isn’t in good health too, so she’s 


recuperating in the countryside together with my father[] 


maestro 


[You're living with the chief engineer because of that, huh. - 
You’re the same as me then{] 


[JHa?[] 


Well, it’s like my place also has substantially no parents. 
Chichi-ue will regularly disappear, saying “war” or 
“mistress”, and Haha-ue also won't be in the royal palace 


for one third of the year because of her seeking to improve 
her health with a change of climate. Come to think of it, | 
hardly have any memory of me and my parents eating a 
meal all together by the three of us[] 


Isaac, who had murmured so, seemed to be gazing ata 
place even further than the sky absent-mindedly. 


Bettina greatly took a deep breath. 
[i—Then, we have to make it succeed by all possible meansj[] 
Eh? 7 


[Like | said, this garden party. Isn’t it the place for the long- 
awaited reunion of parent and child?[] 


[Parent and child, huh...{] 
Isaac ruminated with a sigh and looked down at Bettina. 


[Since | was born as the prince of Ahmad in this way, | 
haven't been able to make a person whom | can call a close 
friend even when I've reached this age. It might be because 
| was brought up among the adults of the royal court, 
watching nothing but adults, that my personality has surely 
become warped[] 


[lf it’s a close friend... isn’t Lucius-sama like that?[] 


[JLucius-kun is... well, a partner whom | can place my full 
trust in, but he’s slightly different from what you'd call a 
close friend. | don’t think he thinks so either. As long as this 
country doesn’t fall, it’s impossible that the relation 


between the two of us will break free from that of a master 
and servant{] 


[]...ls that how it is?{] 


Bettina felt a tinge of loneliness in Isaac’s words. Although 
she only knew about the recent matters here, at the very 
least, from Bettina’s point of view, it felt like Isaac and 
Lucius were two bosom friends, and they could joke with 
each other familiarly; it looked as if the relation between the 
two people was beyond that of a mere master and servant. 


Nevertheless, Isaac asserted that Lucius wasn’t a friend. 
Perhaps that might be called the solitude of a statesman. 


DAt the very least, | think it’d be slightly different if | hada 
brother{] 


HA brother... is it?]] 


LA sister is fine as well, or rather, a partner with whom | 
could pass childhood together[] 


Isaac, who had been playing with his broad-brimmed hat, 
looked down at Bettina again. 


[j—Let’s see, if | had a younger sister like you, | think it’d 
probably be fun[] 


OP, pardon!?{] 


lf a child like you was my younger sister, wouldn’t every 
day be fun? What kind of life would it be to have a younger 
sister, | wonder? Would we play with dolls together?[] 


[]...Let’s see[] 


Looking down at her own pink feet that were stepping firmly 
on the ground, Bettina arranged her breathing and 
answered. 


[| also don’t quite fully Know what kind of feeling I’d have if 
| had a younger sister, but if | had an older brother like Your 
Highness, | think I'll surely boast about it over and over 
again to everyone[] 


HAhahaha, you want to boast? About me?[] 


Of course. A kind, amusing and good-looking brother, all 
one can do is to boast about him, isn’t it? 


Ll see—, to you, I’m like an older brother that you’re proud 
of, huhf] 


[That’s right] 


Normally, she’d probably be rebuked for being disrespectful 
if she said such a thing. Just the daughter of a commoner 
with no special rank or title exchanging words with the 
Crown Prince of Ahmad directly was an unmerited 
treatment, and yet she additionally said that he was like an 
older brother in the Crown Prince’s face; if the nagging 
courtiers found fault with her, depending on the situation, it 
might even cause trouble for Quique. 


However, there were only pages besides Isaac and Bettina 
now. That exhilarated Bettina all the more. 


Being a substitute for a younger sister was fine as well; 
she'd be happy if she could be of some use to this Crown 
Prince—Bettina almost skipped, and she hurriedly restrained 
herself. 
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Afterwards, Bettina finished helping Isaac, and then she 
came back to the workshop while really skipping this time 
and humming a tune. 


[Oji-sama~?{[] 
Bettina looked into the mailbox and called out to her uncle. 


Bettina and Quique passed most of the day in this 
workshop. Hence, letters were delivered not to their house 
but here; however, inside the mailbox which she had 
opened were only letters and memoranda related to 
Quique’s work, and there was no sign of a letter addressed 
to Bettina that was delivered from her parents’ home. 


Closing the mailbox with a click, Bettina entered the 
workshop silently. 


Perhaps he had some things to do, there was no figure of 
Quique in the workshop. Instead, Dimitar was sitting ona 
barrel at the back of the workshop under the eaves and 
Sharpening his sword. 


[iDimi-san![] 
[Your voice is too loud[] 


It should have been less than ten days that they hadn’t met, 
and yet those extremely cold words of his felt nostalgic for 
some reason, and Bettina hurriedly went out through the 
back door. 


Ll heard that Valeria-sama and Dimi-san left to guard the 
queen, but you’re so heartless! Couldn’t you have said a few 
words to me?![] 


[Are you an idiot? There’s no way that we could 
thoughtlessly tell people that we were going out for a top- 
secret mission, right? Our Eminence also kept this secret 
from that troublesome father of hers, and even | left the 
Capital without disclosing it to Lucius too. If you have any 
complaints, tell them to His Majesty who had given us the 
top-secret mission{] 


Dimitar, who had put the long sword on the whetstone and 
was Sharpening it lightly, twisted his neck and glanced 
inside the workshop through the window. 


[]...The chief engineer hasn’t come back yet?[] 
[]That seems to be the case[] 

[You weren't together?[] 

Ll was requested by Isaac-sama to pull a cart[] 
DA cart? What’s that?{] 


Dimitar let out a tiny smile as if he had lost interest and 
stroked the nape of his neck. 


(Huh? Come to think of it, Dimi-san is the queen’s guard, 
right? But | heard that the queen is returning tomorrow 
though...[] 


[It’s because of that matter that only | came back first. Her 
Highness the Queen has already entered the inn for today, 
and she should be resting leisurely about this time. Our 
Eminence as well[] 


So early?[] 


Bettina held both hands over the slits of the visor and 
looked up at the afternoon sun. It was also because the days 
were becoming longer recently, but omitting that, it was 
probably an early period of time to cut a day’s journey short 
and enter an inn. There should still be at least three more 
hours until the sun set and the gates of the town closed. 


[IA fast horse from the Minister for Home Affairs came and 
told us to adjust the time[] 


[Adjust the time?[] 


[It’s about holding a garden party to receive Her Highness 
the Queen tomorrow, and we were requested to arrive at 
the venue at such and such time without fail. In short, he 
doesn’t want us to come back too early. After all, it won’t 
look good enough to be shown publicly if we come back 
before the preparations are completed[] 


HAh, that’s it! | moved flowers because of the preparations 
for that{] 


[You were made to help too, huh. I’m also troubled by the 
whims of the higher-ups[] 


Dimitar kept the sword in the scabbard and sighed. 


[Il had to rush to Camunas-kyou’s place to work out the 
detailed arrangements and then return to the inn, where 
Her Highness the Queen is, again after this[] 


(Huh, you went out of your way to drop by here even 
though you’re so busy; does that mean that you have some 
important business with Oji-sama?[] 


[Though it’s not urgent, it’s slightly about Jagielka. —More 
importantly, you’re somewhat strange, you know?[] 


[|Pardon?[] 
[It’s this kind of feeling[] 


Saying so, Dimitar looked down at Bettina and drew a wavy 
line with large fluctuations with his fingertip. 


[(i—Just when you came back with noisy skips, you looked 
into the mailbox and became depressed, and then you were 
in high spirits as soon as you Saw me; you’re mentally 
strange a little[] 


Huh? I’m not strange in particular...[] 


[Are you not?{] 


[lt doesn’t matter if you aren’t. I’m also busy, after all] 


When Dimitar said so and stood up, Bettina reflexively 
extended her arm and grabbed the hem of the young man’s 
Shirt. 


JU, um!{] 
QWhat?{] 
OM, may | ask you something... ?[] 


Lif you feel the urge to urinate, you don’t need to inform 
me. Go quickly[] 


fl, it’s not like that—[] 


Bettina didn’t know whether it was all right to consult 
Dimitar about this sort of matter or not. If she was going to 
consult with someone, it’d be easier to talk with Valeria who 


was of the same sex, but Valeria wasn’t here, and perhaps 
even if she explained her own situation, it didn’t seem that 
she'd be able to receive any advice from her. If one were to 
say who could judge this and that objectively, it went 
without saying that it’d be Dimitar. 


[]...Did Dimi-san hear anything about the reason why I’m 
living together with Oji-sama?[] 


LINo, | have no interest in it in particular. ....Well, | did think 
it was unnatural though[] 


(Unnatural?{] 


[Unlike me whose parents have passed away, both of your 
parents are alive and well, right? Despite this, you’re not 
living with your parents but your uncle. That can’t be called 
natural{] 


Dimitar folded his arms and sat down on the barrel again. 
Bettina squatted down next to him and looked up at the 
blue sky together with him. 


HMy mother... she’s sick[] 
(Sick? What kind of illness is it?]] 


Ll don’t know... it seemed that her body had been weak 
since long ago... but she has a mental illness now. She left 
this town to recuperate because of that. It has been many 
years already{[] 


[IThat’s distressing[] 


It was typical of Dimitar to not say any consoling words 
imprudently. If he had strangely said kind words to her, 
Bettina surely would have cried. 


[| wrote a letter to my mother to tell her that | had received 
a decoration from Isaac-sama, but her reply never come{[] 


Why? Is her health so poor that she can’t even read a 
letter?[] 


[That’s wrong. ...Surely even now, a daughter like me 
probably doesn’t exist in my mother’s heart[] 


U—U 


When Bettina secretly looked up inside her visor, she could 
tell that Dimitar was looking down at her and knitting his 
brows. 


[i—When | was three, my younger sister was born. At that 
time, is it called puerperal fever; my mother ran a high fever 
and was hovering between life and death... and though she 
recovered somehow, she was only concerned about my 
younger sister who was just born and seldom cared about 
me any more after that] 


[That’s distressing too[] 


[That’s, well... still good. However, that younger sister of 
mine died abruptly when she just became two years old—it 
was at that time that my mother fell ill] 


Bettina’s mother continued to cry because of the deep grief, 
and she continued to cry until she lost consciousness, and 
when she finally woke up, she had completely forgotten 
about her other daughter. Although Bettina, who was only 
five years old, was living in the same house, she was 
treated as non-existent by her biological mother. 


Bettina sniffled and cast her eyes downwards. 


[Even though I’m right beside her, my mother wouldn’t look 
at me. She’d always hold the doll given to my younger sister 
in her arms and murmured memories of my dead younger 
sister only... to my mother, her own daughter was just my 
dead younger sister, and she was sad and sorrowful that the 
only daughter of hers had died—{] 


(il seef] 


Before one knew it, Dimitar had turned his gaze away from 
Bettina and was looking up at the sky. Bettina raised her 
visor with a clank during that opportunity and wiped her 
eyes with a handkerchief. 


[JOjii-sama and Obaa-sama looked after me, but because it 
wasn’t good for my mother and me like this, my father took 
my mother with him and moved to the countryside—[] 


[You didn’t meet her even once after that?{] 

HINo...[] 

Shutting her visor with a snap again, Bettina cried quietly. 
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To be honest, it was troublesome. 


Talking with another person about a depressing topic like 
this, that was. 


Dimitar crossed his legs and rested his cheek on his hand on 
top of his knee. 


[Il see... I’ve thought the “Albiol” family name sounded 
familiar since before, but you’re the daughter of Albiol & 
Co., huhf] 


[That’s right. Although one might say that, the one who 
succeeded the business is my eldest uncle[] 


The House of Albiol focused on the business of oil, candles 
and so forth, and it had been doing a steady business in this 
Roma for generations. Even though it wasn’t to the extent of 
the House of Barnaro, Valeria’s father’s parents’ house, it 
could be called a moderately wealthy house. 


The eldest son Habi, the current head of the family who had 
taken over the business from Bettina’s grandfather, was 
living in the Albiols’ house near the grain market even now; 
it was said that the second son Tito, Bettina’s father, was 
living in recuperation together with his wife in his wife’s 
birthplace. 


And that’s the reason why you’re living together with 
Quique-ojisan, who is the youngest child of the three 
brothers, in the downtown area, huh{] 


UThinking | was pitiful, being an unwanted child to my 
mother, Oji-sama took custody of me. Oji-sama said that 
since that house had become his elder brother’s house 
already, | wouldn’t have a place where | belonged, and that | 
might as well live together with him...]] 


[That’s terrible. You’ve been together with that eccentric 
the whole time since you were a kid, huhf{] 


[Like | said, Oji-sama isn’t an eccentric![] 


Bettina laughed with a nasal voice. Realising that he had felt 
a bit relieved that it ended without her crying loudly, Dimitar 
pulled in his head, feeling embarrassed. 


[The chief engineer had said that you always want to be of 
use to someone before, but is that connected to sucha 


personal history?[] 


When Dimitar asked unreservedly, Bettina laughed, and 
after showing some hesitation, she nodded using her whole 
body. 


[]...That’s because | wasn’t needed by my mother{] 
[Is that why you’re helping the chief engineer?[] 


[IThat’s the most important. | want to help Oji-sama and be 
of use to him. | want to be of use to Valeria-sama; of course, 
| want to be of use to Dimi-san too![] 


(il seel] 
And then, Dimitar felt as if he had understood a little. 


Normally, no matter how strong the magic armour 
protecting her was, there was no girl who would want to 
enter a dangerous battlefield of her own free will. 
Nevertheless, Bettina had exposed herself to such situations 
countless times so far. 


That was probably because she had an intense longing of 
wanting to be useful if there was something that she could 
do. In order to assist Valeria, to help Dimitar, and to make 
Isaac’s strategy successful—she had worked regardless of 
the dangers. That was without a doubt a behaviour that 
came from her wholeheartedness of wanting to find out the 
value of herself, who wasn’t wanted by her mother. 


Following the clouds drifting slowly in the blue sky with his 
eyes, Dimitar spoke. 


Ul understand that that’s the reason why you looked into the 
mailbox and came back crestfallen. ...And then, what’s the 


reason why you were in high spirits like an idiot just now?[] 
Saying that I’m like an idiot, you’re so cruel![] 


[1Then, what’s the reason why you were in high spirits 
cutely?{] 


HEh!? C, cute, no way...[] 


[]...You’re probably feeling shy while wriggling inside the 
armour, but it only looked like a pink mass is shaking in 
other people’s eyes, you know[] 


Dimitar, who had kicked Bettina’s head lightly, gazed at the 
shining crest of a rose on the girl’s body. 


[]...S0, is His Highness the cause?[] 
Eh! ?q] 


[]... Bull’s-eye, huh. You also said that you had helped His 
Highness with his work just now, after all] 


LT, that’s... well, yes{] 


While stroking the crest of the rose, Bettina started to talk 
haltingly. 


[JUm... | think you’d surely laugh and say that | have the 
nerve to have such a stupid dream, ...but I’m elated 
because Isaac-sama started talking to me[] 


[What do you mean?[] 


[| said so just now too, but I’m afraid that | won’t be needed 
by people. | started to work as Valeria-sama’s attendant 
then, and now, not only did an audience with Isaac-sama 
came true but he even started talking to me, and I’ve been 


helping him with various work; because of that, | excessively 
had a dream that is slightly beyond my position[] 


[Beyond your position, huh{] 


Bettina probably thought Isaac had taken a liking to her and 
was in high spirits. And she probably had misunderstood the 
meaning of the words “take a liking to” a little. After all, 
Isaac was a handsome man, and since he was generally 
kind towards anyone, there must be many girls like Bettina 
who had misunderstood. 


[(i—But I’ve come to my senses. Whether it’s just odd jobs or 
what, since Isaac-sama told me to help, | must be content 
with that—[J 


[What are you saying?[] 


Interrupting Bettina’s words, Dimitar poked the girl’s head 
with the scabbard of the sword. 


[]...Do you understand your own position?[] 
OP, pardon?{] 


[You're the attendant of our Eminence, you know? If you 
have the time to do odd jobs for His Highness, then taking 
care of Her Eminence is the logical move[] 


(1B, but~f] 


Certainly, it can’t be helped that we disappeared without 
saying anything because it was a top-secret mission this 
time. But from now on, if the mission of our Eminence and 
the odd jobs of His Highness clash, our side will absolutely 
take priority[] 


[INo way~[] 


[It’s not like that or like this. Only the 


Patriarca 


Mayor 
Great Gods of Heaven and Earth Official can order the 


Censor Mayor 
Dominas, and only the king can order the Senior Inspectors. 
That is to say, the time for our Eminence to take action is 
only when there’s an order from His Majesty, who holds 
those two positions concurrently. His Majesty’s orders and 
His Highness’s odd jobs, even an idiot will know which one 
should take priority. —By the way, helping the chief 
engineer is of an even lower priority[] 


OP, personally speaking, these three choices are difficult...[] 
HHumph{j 


Dimitar jumped down from the barrel lightly and cracked his 
neck. 


—lIf it really turned into such a situation and you’re 
troubled by it, that means that you’re that much needed by 
the people surrounding you. That’s your wish, right?[] 


DAh...f 


Bettina, who was holding her head in her hands and 
Shaking, raised her face with a start. 


[In the first place, being neglected by your mother isn’t a 
big deal. | was almost killed by my mother, you know[] 


DEh?q 


[Due to her messing up in the forced double suicide and 
dying first just by herself, | couldn’t make a single 
complaint. Compared to that, your mother is still alive; that 


alone is better. You can go to your mother and give vent to 
your pent-up resentment any time, after all] 


Bettina, who had been staring at Dimitar in a daze fora 
while, soon lowered her head. 


[]...l’ve lost] 
[This isn’t an issue of winning or losing though{] 
Dimitar started to walk with a wry smile. 


U—lI’m going back to guard Her Highness the Queen. Give 
my best regards to the chief engineer[] 


LYes! Thank you very much![] 
[]...It’s not something you have to thank me for] 


Dimitar waved his hand lightly at Bettina and untied the 
reins of the horse, which was tied under a tree. 


Lauris, where the queen’s party had put up at today’s inn, 
was just one hour on foot to the east from Roma. If he 
travelled by horse from now, he could probably return 
before dinner with time to spare. 


On his way back via the side of the military drill site of the 
army, there was Quique quietly puffing out the smoke of his 
kiseru under an evergreen oak, of which the branches and 
leaves spread out greatly. 


H—Oi, middle-aged man{] 


[1Oh, it’s over, huh. How was it?{] 


[In general, it seems that it was as you’ve been worrying 
about. Well, | think it’ll be all right since she herself said that 
she had come to her senses already{[] 


(jl see...[] 


Quique sighed as if he honestly felt relieved and put on his 
monocle again. 


It was Quique, who was troubled by the matter of his niece, 
who called Dimitar, who had finished the preparatory 
meeting with Camunas-kyou in the royal palace and was 
about to return to Lauris, to stop. In short, Dimitar was 
asked by Quique to look at Bettina’s state a little before he 
returned to Lauris. 


Dimitar stroked the nape of his neck. 


[]...1 heard about the circumstances straightforwardly from 
the person herself, but you’ve also taken custody of a 
troublesome person[] 


Oi, don’t call her troublesome. To me, she’s my cute niece, 
you know?[] 


Llf you really think so, then please do something about your 
niece’s troubles by yourself at least. Good grief, you have 
the nerve to use people familiarly...]] 


[]That’s a different matter. There are also issues that are 
difficult for guardians to interfere inf] 


[]...Well, it’s not like | don’t understand, but there’s such an 
interfering middle-aged man nearby, and yet why is she 
troubled by that kind of thing—{] 


Anyway, you really helped me{] 


[It’s nothing in particular... | always receive your help, after 
allf] 


Dimitar, who wasn’t accustomed to being thanked by 
people, felt uncomfortable and straddled the horse quickly. 


[Bye then{] 
Dimitar snapped the reins of the horse and started running. 


Although it didn’t matter even if Dimitar himself was late in 
particular, the queen who was tired from the journey would 
go to bed early. He wanted to return to Lauris as quickly as 
possible and report the plans for tomorrow at dinner. 
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The highway running towards the east from Roma passed 
through Lauris and extended further; it then branched off 
into roads heading towards Gloom and Taroma midway. 


If one went out of Roma and walked for about ten minutes 
along that highway, there’d be an enormous triumphal arch 
built of brand-new white stones. 


Nearly thirty years ago from now, during the era when 
Ahmad was still governed by Jeffren X, the God believers 
and the barbarian believers clashed at the northern foot of 
the Cardoso mountain range in the south of Ahmad ina 
scale that was the greatest in history. The allied forces of 
the barbarian believers led by Bigelow’s barbarian emperor 
Gorgorois VII was approximately one hundred and fifty 
thousand, and the allied forces of the God believers of which 
Jeffren X was regarded as the leader was approximately one 
hundred and ten thousand. The military force which, adding 
up both sides, exceeded two hundred and fifty thousand 
people gathered at the foot of the precipitous mountain 


range, and a fierce battle unfolded over a span of half a 
month. 


The eight Dominas who had hastened to the battlefield also 
participated actively in this great battle of the century, and 
it ended in the victory of the God believers. As a result, 
Bigelow’s sphere of influence receded to the south side of 
the mountain range, and peace came to the various 
countries of the alliance for the time being. 


The Jeffren Andres Triumphal Arch was built to 
commemorate this historical victory. The circular plaza 
Surrounding this triumphal arch became the venue of the 
garden party for receiving Queen Almudena. 


Bettina, who had been helping to arrange the pots of roses, 
which were lined up under the arbour, to decorate the plaza 
on Isaac’s instructions during the morning, squatted down 
next to an empty cart inside the wood slightly distant from 
the plaza and was gazing at the elegant banquet ata 
distance. 


At the plaza decorated with beautiful flowers such as roses, 
Isaac and the daughters of nobles were having a pleasant 
chat while drinking black tea. According to the schedule, the 
queen’s party would arrive shortly, and then it’d change into 
a formal party to celebrate the recovery of her illness and 
her return to the capital. However, it was probably Bettina’s 
imagination that Isaac’s expression wasn’t cheerful despite 
that. 


Members of the Seal Chivalric Order were standing by right 
in front of Bettina. Although it was under the pretext of 
guarding Isaac, they were simply forming a line inside the 
wood so as to encircle the plaza without disturbing the 
banquet. 


Nevertheless, compared with the members whose active 
participations were seen by Bettina in Heidelauta, the 
members who happened to be present here today were 
restless somehow; or rather, they had been fidgeting the 
whole time. Well, many girls who had dressed up beautifully 
came to the garden party, so Bettina could also understand 
the feeling of being very happy to see them at a short 
distance. 


However, looking at the figures of them being rebuked by 
Lindegaard-kyou again and again, it didn’t seem that they 
were doing their work seriously. At the very least, it might 
have been a bit different if Lucius was present, but Lucius’s 
figure wasn’t at this important place for some reason. 


In short, these members were probably what Isaac called 
the Second Army. Bettina didn’t understand very difficult 
things, but when she saw this, she could also comprehend 
Issac’s thought of wanting to change the structure of the 
chivalric order. 


[i—Despite this being decided abruptly, quite a lot of people 
had gathered[] 


The members began to chatter pointlessly again without 
being seen by Lindegaard-kyou. 


[JOf course. It seemed that Minister for Home Affairs-kakka 
made every effort to do this{] 


[}Camunas-kyou? Why?{] 


[This garden party was planned for the sake of choosing a 
consort candidate for His Highness[] 


U—U 


Staring at the backs of the members who were secretly 
talking about a secret, Beetina sighed. 


If she heard such a topic suddenly, she might have raised 
her voice unconsciously. However, Bettina had already 
heard the conversational exchange between Isaac and 
Camunas-kyou a few days ago. That was why even now, the 
feeling of strangely accepting that, thinking “Ah, it’s like 
that” occurred first, and she didn’t feel very shocked. Let’s 
try not to have a dream that is overly beyond my status— 
though it might also be because she came here today while 
telling herself so. 


The enormous triumphal arch cast a cool shadow on the 
plaza. The highway connecting from Roma passed right 
under this triumphal arch, passed through the centre of the 
plaza and continued further towards the east. 


From the direction of the east, two members holding the 
flags of Anmad up high came, jolting on their horses. 


From the fact that the tone of the beautiful girls’ chattering 
went down a level, it could somehow be understood that 
they were the forerunners of the queen’s carriage. 


o¢4¢ 
[]...You give too much weight to this, you know{] 


Isaac, who was reclining on a chair, muttered such a thing 
deliberately with a sigh so that the person in question could 
hear it. Sure enough, Camunas-kyou who was standing next 
to him, while only his expression was a smiling face, 
rebuked with a low and subdued voice. 


Your Highness... the daughters of influential nobles are also 
present, so please refrain from that kind of remark{] 


[]That’s because if you want to receive Haha-ue, you can do 
so in Roma, can’t you? Get the citizens and all to wave small 
flags, you know?{] 


[The queen doesn’t wish for such a grandiose parade![] 


[lf that’s the case, this kind of garden party is unnecessary 
as well, right?[] 


UT, that’s...! | wanted to get the queen to take a rest here 
first, and after doing that, move to the royal palace where 
His Majesty is—[] 


[It doesn’t matter even if you don’t make this and that 
plausible excuses[] 


He understood Camunas-kyou’s aim. His intention was 
probably to gather the daughters of nobles using this 
garden party for receiving the queen as a pretext and let 
them get acquainted with Isaac. Perhaps it was also 
explained clearly to that effect to the girls, they had been 
awfully over-familiar with him since some time ago. As one 
would expect, they didn’t forcibly lean coquettishly against 
him, but them coming to talk to him by turns, saying “Oh 
dear, how about a refill of black tea?” or “How about having 
some sweets?” was the most irritating thing. 


That was why in the end, he ended up having a 
conversation with Camunas like this to avoid that. If he was 
talking to Camunas-kyou, the girls would also suspect that it 
might be some political topic and wouldn’t come and 
interrupt them readily. 


[Come now, Your Highness, the queen’s carriage is coming[] 


[Good grief...[] 


Isaac stood up from the chair and moved to the centre of 
the highway, which was paved with white paving stones. 
Camunas-kyou and Lindegaard-kyou were behind him; 
moreover, the daughters of nobles followed in succession 
behind them. 


If Bettina who was living outside the society of royalty and 
titled nobility saw this kind of him, what would she think; 
Isaac unintentionally glanced towards the wood, but due to 
the guards who were arrayed forming a wall, that pink 
silhouette couldn’t be seen. 


Dimitar Richternach was sitting on the driver’s seat of the 
white carriage, which had come together with a modest 
entourage. It was probably because he was cautious of his 
surroundings that his eyes were looking all around and 
didn’t settle down. Although it also felt as if he was 
overdoing it a little, as the guard of the queen of a country, 
it was better to be this cautious. 


When Dimitar had stopped the carriage quietly in front of 
Isaac and the others, he jumped down from the driver’s seat 
lightly and then prepared a stool after bowing very deeply. 


U..-Oh!]] 


When Dimitar opened the door of the carriage, voices of 
admiration could be heard coming mainly from the inside of 
the wood. 


The one who had borrowed Dimitar’s hand and come down 

first was a beautiful girl in a scarlet dress. Needless to point 
out, she was one of Ahmad’s Dominas—Valeria Costacurta, 

the talented woman who was called “Pure Jewel”, according 
to Dimitar. 


She most likely didn’t bring the uniform of the Dominas with 
her because guarding the queen was a top-secret mission. 
What Valeria was wearing was a dress of Isaac’s mother, 
which Isaac also remembered seeing before. Setting the 
area around her chest aside, a thin silk shawl was wrapped 
around the area around her waist to cleverly gloss over the 
fact that it was slightly too large for her. 


[| must say, seeing her like this... she’s certainly wonderful] 





Staring at Valeria whose expression was slightly stiff, Isaac 
muttered. 


Oh? Just as | thought, does Your Highness like Costacurta- 
geika?{] 


[]...l say, that sort of suspicion is boorish, you know? | simply 
wanted to praise a beautiful girl that she’s beautifull] 


Flatly rejecting Camunas’s murmur, Isaac put his hands on 
his waist. 


[Ara ara, even though | said that such a grandiose... 
reception is unnecessary...[] 


Queen Almudena, who had come down after Valeria, with a 
look that wasn’t as dissatisfied as she’d have others believe 
despite saying so, narrowed her eyes in front of Isaac. If one 
think about it very carefully, it was the first time in about 
half a year that Isaac met his mother. 


[Welcome back, Haha-uef[] 


Isaac put his hat against his chest, bowed especially deeply 
and smiled. 


[Your complexion seems to have improved very much. Also, 
you looked like you’ve become a little plumper{] 


Ara ara, did | gain so much weight, | wonder? These few 
days, I’ve been together with Her Eminence the whole time 
during meals, so | might have enjoyed chatting to her and 
unconsciously overeaten{] 


LINo, not at all, | like a healthy Haha-ue more{[] 


Isaac took the place of Dimitar and took Almudena’s hand, 
and then he spoke to Valeria. 


[Though it was suggested by Father, I’m sorry to have 
caused trouble to Your Eminence. Has Mother been 
unreasonable in various ways?[] 


HAh, no...{] 


She probably had. He could tell by looking at the expression 
of the girl who was at a loss for words. Though Almudena 
was gentle, she was strangely aggressive. 


Valeria made “au au” sounds as if she was slightly troubled, 
but perhaps she had noticed that there were many people’s 
eyes behind Isaac, she smiled faintly and answered in a low 
voice. 


[JUm... honestly speaking, being wilfully twisted around the 
queen ’s little finger, | had quite a pleasant experience 
because of this[] 


[Ara ara, are you praising me, Your Eminence?[] 
(Ah, ahahaha...{] 
(Well, isn’t it fine, Haha-uef] 


When Isaac urged Almudena to start walking, Camunas and 
Lindegaard and also the daughters of nobles parted left and 
right simultaneously and opened up a path. 


[i—Come, please drink some tea over there first{] 
(Ara aral] 


When Isaac led Almudena by the hand and was about to 
return to the banquet, Dimitar suddenly let out a sharp 


voice. 
Your Highness![] 
H—Eh?{] 


Realising that something had moved in the corner of his 
field of vision, Isaac raised his face. 


Someone was on top of the triumphal arch. 
So 


When he realised that it was a large man having an 
enormous crossbow at the ready, a pink mass had come 
rushing out in front of him. 


[jBettina—!?[] 


Making the sounds of moving fast against the wind, a 
number of arrows with the thickness of a small spear came 
flying from the top of the triumphal arch in succession, and 
all of them hit Bettina. 


—Or rather, Bettina opened her arms and took on all the 
arrows that should be converging on Isaac and the queen by 
herself. 


Without clearly understanding what had happened, the girls 
let out shrill screams and started to run away from there. 
The members of the chivalric order came rushing out from 
the inside of the wood hurriedly, but it was uncertain how 
many people had grasped the precise location of the 
assailant. 


[Your Highness! Go inside the carriage together with the 
queen![] 


(1B, but—[] 
Quickly! 


Pulled by Dimitar by the arms and protected by Valeria, 
Isaac and Almudena went round to the rear of the carriage. 
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Pulling out Jagielka which he had never used during the 
journey as a guard, Dimitar shouted. 


[iLindegaard-kyou! Those guys are a hindrance when they’re 
wandering aimlessly! Tell them to quickly protect the girls 
and escape into the wood![] 


[(JUnderstood![] 


If it was the other members, even if he asked such a thing, 
the best one could expect was that he’d be ignored. 
Lindegaard-kyou, who thought highly of Lucius, was one of 
the few nobles who would treat Dimitar properly without 
despising him. 


On top of the triumphal arch, the large man was nocking 
arrows on the crossbow and pulling the lever. It seemed that 
it wasn’t just a big crossbow but also a thing called the 
multiple bolt crossbow, which could shoot many arrows all 
at once. Moreover, those arrows seemed to be much thicker 
and heavier than a normal one. If it was from this distance, 
they’d probably even penetrate the armour of a heavy 
cavalry. It was a non-standard projectile weapon, of which 
practical use was possible only because he had 
extraordinary physical strength. 


Dimitar instantly raised Jagielka overhead and fired a wind 
blade. 


[Gu—[] 


Making a strange “bagin” sound, the multiple bolt crossbow 
that the man was holding was smashed up. The magic blade 
that Dimitar had fired had only cut its bowstring, but 
perhaps it was because the tension was too strong, the 
multiple bolt crossbow itself seemed to be damaged by the 
recoil. 


When the man, whose cheek was cut deeply by the 
bowstring that had snapped, glared at Dimitar, he grabbed 
the huge barbarian’s sword at his feet and jumped down 
from the triumphal arch. 


OKyaah![] 


If one had jumped down from that height, they most likely 
wouldn’t have survived. Perhaps they were imagining the 
death of the large man, new screams rose from among the 
girls who were running about trying to escape, but the man 
didn’t strike the paved road and die. 


[|Uooo00o0o0h!{] 


Skilfully using the rope tied around his waist, the large man 
kicked the side of the triumphal arch and descended on the 
ground safely, and then he let out a roar of anger and 
charged towards Dimitar. However, the man’s aim most 
likely wasn’t Dimitar. The one whom he was actually staring 
fixedly at should be either Isaac, who was hiding behind the 
Carriage, or Almudena. 


(Dimitar! 


Valeria who was hiding herself together with Isaac’s party 
screamed, her voice cracking. 


[JDon’'t worryf[] 
Dimitar faced the man and smiled coldly. 


If one thought as a soldier who couldn’t use magic, it could 
be said that this large man was quite a formidable enemy. 
Whether it be his accurate shooting with that multiple bolt 
crossbow, which seemed to be difficult to operate, or his 
physical strength or his keen and nimble movement that 
was like a wild animal’s, which he had shown just now—he 
was without a doubt the type of person who had weathered 
the most of his life with violence. He probably wouldn’t 
hesitate to kill people either. 


However, now that he had failed in the sniping of his 
Surprise attack and exposed himself, the man no longer had 
any chance of success. 


[]...Shouldn’t you get up soon? Show everyone your strong 
point as much as possible[] 


The moment Dimitar called out to her so, Bettina, who had 
fallen down spreadeagled, got up slowly. 


[)Uoh!?U] 


The large man seemed to be surprised by the pink armour 
that had suddenly stood in the way in front of him. However, 
the surprise was only for a moment, and he immediately 
raised the barbarian’s sword overhead and brought it down 
towards the top of Bettina’s head. 


[Interrupting the long-awaited reunion of a parent and 
child...[] 


Making a loud “gain!” sound, the large man’s barbarian’s 
sword was repelled. The hands of Bettina, who was facing 
him, were grasping a battleaxe, which was named 
Rucheruku. 


[i—It’s unforgivable! ![] 





Bettina rotated Rucheruku, which was kept short, once and 
struck the large man in the stomach with its handle. 


UGa—[ 


It was a compact movement with hardly any motion, but if it 
was Bettina who had the power of ten men, that was 
enough. The large man, who had received a severe blow 
directly, was blown off flashily without being able to let out 
his voice properly and fell face down, and then he was 
motionless as he was. 


[Capture the ruffian![] 


At Lindegaard-kyou’s order, the young men serving as 
guards finally got involved in a work typical of that. The 
large man was immediately tied up and taken away while he 
was unconscious. 


Whew... that surprised me[] 


Looking at Bettina, who had turned around after following 
that with her eyes, Isaac, Almudena and even Valeria let out 
voices of surprise simultaneously. 


[|JUwa! ?{] 

Ukya'l] 

[Hey... a, are you all right, Bettina! ?[] 
(Pardon? Ah, I’m all right] 


Countless arrows were stuck in the face of Bettina, who had 
answered nonchalantly. To be more precise, the arrows were 
caught in the slits section of the helmet. 


DA, all right, you say... really?{] 


HYes. All of them stopped midway, so I’m unhurt{] 
OWellf] 


Dimitar casually put his foot on Bettina’s visor and was 
pulling out the arrows, which had got stuck in the slits, with 
all his strength. 


HHey, Dii-kun, be a bit more careful—[] 
[There’s no problem. She’s sturdy, after all[] 
[That’s not itt] 


Taking little notice of Isaac who was nervous somehow, 
Dimitar pulled out the arrows one after another. When he 
took them in his hand again like this, he could fully 
understand the viciousness of these arrows. If the shooting 
at the beginning had been fired towards the participants of 
the garden party, five, six casualties would have certainly 
appeared. 


Ah, my field of vision is finally clear] 


When all the arrows had been pulled out, Bettina stroked 
her chest as if she felt relieved. However, her body 
immediately trembled with a start, and she started 
stamping bashfully. 


HW, what’s the matter, Bettina-jou? As expected, are you 
injured somewhere... ?[] 


CIN, no, it’s not like that—[J 


[You don’t need to worry, Your Highness. It’s something like 
a usual spasm[] 


Dimitar hit Bettina’s helmet hard. 


[H—Oi, go quickly before you wet yourself in front of both 
Their Highnesses[] 


HY, yes! P, please excuse me![] 
Bettina bowed and ran off from that place. 


Almudena followed the pink object, which was being urged 
by a physiological phenomenon and had run off, with her 
eyes and murmured in a daze. 


[]...Who on earth was that just now?[] 


[That was the niece of Chief Engineer Albiol of the army, 
Bettina Albiol-jou, Haha-uef[] 


Sighing lightly, Isaac explained to Almudena. 
Hi—She’s an important friend of mine{] 
¢¢4¢ 


Hearing that Isaac as well as Almudena were safe, Lucius, 
who had arrived at the triumphal arch plaza several hours 
later than the queen’s party, almost collapsed on the spot 
because of the sense of relief and feeling of exhaustion. In 
fact, Angel and the other members, who had made a forced 
march here together, sighed deeply and sat down hard. 


Ll see... well, you’ve really helped me. Thank you, Diif] 


Putting his hand on the horse’s saddle to support his body, 
Lucius smiled wryly. 


The tidying up of the plaza, which, until a little while ago, 
had been overdecorated with the roses Isaac had cultivated, 
was mostly finished already, and only a few sentinels 
remained to stand guard now. 


[—Though it’d have been better if Niko Bonucci was 
captured at the madam’s mansion, he had already escaped 
when we noticed. When | thought if something had 
happened to both Their Highnesses because of this, | was 
beside myself with fear] 


[It can’t be helped since you didn’t know that such a man 
existed] 


Dimitar stroked the nape of his neck and narrowed his eyes 
at the sunset glow. 


[—In the first place, the one who has to feel the most 
responsibility is Camunas-kyou, you know? If that Excellency 
hadn’t planned this garden party, Her Highness the Queen’s 
party could have entered the royal capital yesterday, and 
once she entered the royal palace, no matter how skilled 
that man was, he couldn’t attack so easily[] 


[That might be so, but...[] 


[To begin with, the mission given to you was the arrest of 
Countess Dryton, right? Guarding Her Highness the Queen is 
my job. And consequently, no one was wounded. —Is that 
bad?[] 


Well, if there’s any problem, finding a person to take 
responsibility for it and then denouncing them is the world 
of politics, after all] 


While saying so, Lucius was thinking no one would be 
punished because of the matter this time. Like Dimitar had 
said, NO one was wounded, and to begin with, this series of 
troubles stemmed from the king’s problem of fooling 
around. From the point of view of the king’s character, he 
seldom searched for the responsible party and punished 


them without touching on the delicate part. He’d surely just 
laugh heartily and overlook everything. 


Dimitar looked back at the deep black silhouette of the 
triumphal arch and pointed at its top. 


[]...lt seemed that that man went up there and had been 
waiting for the party to arrive since early morning[] 


[What an astonishing persistency...[] 


How will His Majesty deal with him? As one would expect, 
there’s no way that the man who had commited an 
assassination attempt of Her Highness the Queen can be 
acquitted, right?[] 


[The countess had gulped down poison and commited 
suicide. That being the case, letting Niko Bonucci, who 
couldn’t avenge her, to choose death as well might be a 
mercy. —In any case, we're not the ones to decide that[] 


[jThat’s true] 
Dimitar rotated his neck lightly and started walking. 


H—Oi, Dii! Won’t you have a meal at my house tonight after 
a long time? After all, you haven’t shown your face to Haha- 
ue even once after you came back from Heidelauta, right?[] 


Sorry, | have to drop by the workshop for the adjustment of 
Jagielka today. Is tomorrow night no good?{] 


fl understand, tomorrow then. I'll prepare food to the best 
of my ability[] 


[ll look forward to that{] 


When Lucius was following Dimitar, who had waved his hand 
with his back turned on him and left, with his eyes, Angel 
came walking, leading his horse. 


[Though this is a rude question... | heard that Richternach- 
kyou caused a problem and was expelled from the chivalric 
order. Is that true?[] 


[It’s certainly a fact that His Highness had expelled Dimitar. 
—However, it’s slightly wrong to say that he had caused a 
problem[] 


HiWhy do you Say Sso...?[] 


Ll can’t tell you in detail. If that was declared openly, 
various inconveniences will appear. Mainly for the people of 
the great nobles, you see. —You can guess from that, 
right?[] 


[Yes...[] 


[]Come, we’ll go back as well. We have to report to His 
Highness[] 


[Yes[] 


Together with Angel who had saluted very seriously and the 
others, Lucius led his horse and started walking. Their 
bottoms hurt because they had galloped this much distance 
with hardly any rest. As one would expect, even Lucius, who 
was more faithful to the mission and had endeavoured more 
than anyone, didn’t want to ride a horse for the time being. 
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U—U 


Looking closely at the surface of Jagielka which Dimitar had 
brought back the day before yesterday, Quique stared at 
the exquisite lines of argental that were carved on its 
surface. 


Argental—this name itself was given by Quique though— 
was a metal of which the conductivity of magic powers was 
extremely high. Quique used this argental, and at the end of 
countless trials and errors, he opened up a field called 


Technologia Marefika 


Magic Engineering. Grasping the success or failure of the 


Espada Marefika 
mass production of the magic motion sword lay entirely in 
the securing of this rare metal. 


[]...It seems that he had used quite a flashy magic. It got 
blurred here and there[] 


Prano Del Hieratika 


Comparing the “magic crest map” Dimitar had drawn with 


Hieratika 
the actual magic crests with his eyes, Quique lit a fire in the 
kiseru. 


Puffing out white smoke, he looked at a mass of metal that 
was placed on the desk close to the wall. 


Swordsmith Courtois-jiisan, who always helped Quique with 
his work, brought it in here a few days ago, saying that his 
acquaintance found it around Romarikku. As a result of a 
detailed examination, it turned out to contain argental in 
large quantities. If it was refined well, twenty swords that 
had magic crests of the same density as Jagielka’s could 
probably be made with that one mass. If it was the magic 
crest of simple design on the short sword that Nereida had 
made, one hundred of them could be secured with surplus. 


Ulf | have that much, | can carry out various experiments 
and also challenge the prototype model that | wasn’t able to 
get until now...[] 


However, he couldn’t keep being very happy and pleased 
with that. 


The fact that a mass of which the purity was so high and, 
moreover, which was so big was found in Romarikku meant 
that there might possibly be an argental deposit in that 
vicinity. If that was the case, a proper research group should 
be sent in. For the sake of the development of Magic 
Engineering and the large-scale production of magic motion 
swords, a large quantity of argental must be secured. 


Beside Quique who was sighing while thinking about such a 
thing, a pink mass was spinning round and round. 


[}Ru~S Raruru~! Ru~rarura~ JU] 


Her axis of revolution was the same as always and had no 
deviation. It was a splendidly stable rotation. She might 
have a hidden talent in this field. 


Quique took off his monocle and pointed at a wooden box 
placed in the corner of the room. 


[]Oi, don’t dance forever, fetch a bit of wine for me{] 
[JUnderstood~J{] 


Bettina approached the wooden box while turning round and 
round, and when she had taken a bottle of wine out ina 
fluid motion, she came back to Quique like that and stopped 
spinning. 


[iCome come, here you are, Oji-samaf] 


[You’re especially in high spirits again today?[] 


[IThat’s because the reply to my letter has arrived from 
Otou-sama![] 


Letting out an uncontrolled suppressed laugh of 
“Ufuufuufu", Bettina took out an envelope from the inside of 
the visor. 


HAfter | wrote that | had received a decoration from Isaac- 
sama, Otou-Ssama was very delighted! Moreover, although 
it’s little by little, he said that Okaa-sama is also calming 
down!{] 


Ll see... that’s good[] 
[Yes[] 


Bettina, who had nodded greatly, began to dance while 
humming again. 


If one thought about it, the number of times when Bettina’s 
father sent a reply to her letter could be counted on one’s 
fingers. For that reason alone, Bettina was overjoyed. 
Furthermore, when she heard that her mother’s condition 
was heading for a recovery this time, it might be impossible 
to tell the girl not to spin round. 


Quique, who had re-seated himself deeply on the chair and 
was drinking the wine, looked at the clock tower of the royal 
palace, which was visible through the window. 


Oi, | don’t care, but is it all right for you not to go to the 
queen's place soon?[] 


Eh? Ah, t, that’s right![] 


As she had achieved a great contribution in the capturing of 
the assassin, Bettina received words of appreciation from 
the king directly. In addition, it seemed that the queen had 
also taken a liking to her this time, and she was asked to 
help with the gardening in the royal palace today. It seemed 
that the pink armour was projected to be very adorable in 
the eyes of the queen, whose character was easy-going and 
broad-minded; it was also heard that the Crown Prince and 
the queen were fighting lightly for Bettina between 
themselves. 


[(i—Then, I’m off! 


Bettina polished up her whole body quickly and ran out of 
the workshop with a “gashan gashan”. 


While listening to that noisy sound of footsteps becoming 
more distant, Quique tilted the bottle of wine and talked to 
himself. 


[Bettina is so popular... as an uncle who is acting as her 
foster parent, it’s a complicated feeling in various ways[] 


While pouring wine into his favourite glass with a “g/ug- 
glug”, he puffed out white smoke. 


The days of living leisurely in this workshop, which he was 
attached to, though it was cramped, were also about to 
come to an end soon. 





